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A Mick Cardby Story 


The firm of Cardby and Son, private detectives, had 
experienced many curious moments. But they had 
never had a major crime committed in their own 
ofliccs. Oddly enough, the event, when it did occur, 
was more than startling. The senior member of the 
firm was “snatched” from his own office! Mick 
Cardby, naturally, was rather more than peeved at 
the thought that his father had been kidnapped. So 
he started on a trail that was to lead him through 
the most hazardous moments he had ever met during 
his hectic career. He was warned that unless he 
“ laid off ” the case he had an invitation to the grave 
waiting for him. Mick Cardby had seen the grave 
yawning before him so many times that another 
invitation to take a cemetery walk did not mean very 
much. So he ploughed his way through the thickest 
morass of crime that he had ever encountered. Until 
the sensational end of the chase he was running hand 
in hand with danger, living next door to sudden 
death. As the slogan says, “If David Hume can’t 
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CHANCING PANORAMA 


It was cold in Berlin that night. The man pacing to and fro 
along the edge of the pavement in Schumann Strasse paused 
occasionally to glance towards the German Theatre in the 
distance. It was not that he had any intention of strolling 
that way. His thoughts were far removed from anything 
festive. Every three or four minutes he looked at his watch, 
and the frown throwing bars of lines across his forehead grew 
more marked. 


He was lighting yet another cigarette when a car pulled 
silently to a stop by his side. There was no signal, no 
indication of approach. The man sighed relievcdly as he 
stared at the car, threw down his cigarette, opened the door, 
and sank into a rear scat without speaking to tITe driver, 
without glancing inside the car. He sat beside another man. 
They nodded slightly towards each other, made no attempt 
to speak. 

The driver swung the wheel right-handed, cut through Karl 
Strasse into Albracht Strasse, and proceeded slowly through 
the fast emptying streets. It was almost midnight. The silence 
within the car was uncannily odd, entirely uncomfortable. 
1 he men sat elbow to elbow, staring through the windscreen 
as though hypnotised by the sight of the streets they knew so 
wetl. A few minutes later both gave a sigh, looked at each 
other nodded their heads with the unison of automata. They had 
urned into Spandauer Strasse. Without a word of instruction 
he driver swung the car into the narrow space between two 

loof Tf S V U 311 U n lig,US ’ tWi5ted his hcad ™und to 

Jock at his passengers. Both nodded, neither spoke. 

roimrl - 3 ,ght l d fr T [ hC - Car they pulled their collars higher 
?X d Tt nC — S ‘ i A blUnS W ' nd Was tearing through the 
ight. The original passenger pulled out a suitcase Thev 

moved away, hugging closely to the shadow of a high buildin/ 
The driver watched until the darkness hid »h*m £ i?* 

t™: ::: ^,izzy c z r ttr hc • ground wi, t rapid 

actions had Z" 

be spontaneous. Within two tninutes of^e^Lg 0 “",^ 
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vanished into a narrow passage. Even as they walked the 
smaller of the two pulled a skeleton key from his pocket, 
twirled it between his fingers until they reached a small door 
set into the high wall. With the same mechanical deliberation 
he inserted the key. gave two or three turns, remained 
emotionless and expressionless as the wards clicked, and he 
pushed back the door. Although the darkness within was 
intense thev made no attempt to produce a glimmer of light. 
Instead they groped their way towards the bottom of a 
staircase, stopped to open the suitcase, slip rubber overshoes 
on their feet, place automatics in their pockets, slide black 
crepe masks over their faces. The taller of the two swung 
the case over to his left hand. In his right hand he held a 
solid rubber truncheon. They mounted the stairs slowly, but 
confidently. A few seconds later the mght watchman lay 
stretched out on the floor, lie never knew what hit him. The 

man with* the rubber truncheon knew! 

Producing a complete bunch of keys the small man opene 
door aUer door Five minutes later they knelt before a 

srr r sss — EM 

* t ^° EFPr-ssrz * 

""'Vi five minules ... three .hey let, the building Now Aey 

;r.t d four° r c'nrne a r" ™ £tar‘ nil Than‘fihy ihousand pounds 

worth of jewellery. , c, ra ccA the detectives 

Four or five blocks away, in Alexander '“'Smsdves 

still, tuking a holiday. c n - n dauer Strasse the car 

A couple of hundred yards along SpandauCT» ^ men 

which had carried them ongmal y ^ av ,. ay through the 

The clocks were striking three a. ^ q{ Berlin . Twenty 
mass of streets, heading for t - a narr 0 w, slummy 

minutes later they stopped a the cor He no dded to 

street. Only one man alighted from the e ^ night< 

the driver. His companion was w - ^ o{ t y he small houses. 

Carrying the case, the man e><- d Showed, pressed twice on 
paused before one in which & do or move d slowly 

the bell. He bad not long to wa U ™ interior said: 

inwards. A man hidden m the darkne-, 

“Ya? Herr louden, hm. opened slightly 

“Mick Cardby, ” was the reply The d Nothing 

more. The suitcase was handed to the ma 
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further was said. The door closed, the caller fastened the 
top buttons of his overcoat, walked slowly along the street, 
stopped at the corner to light a cigarette, and then headed 
at a brisker pace towards the north. He, also, was humming 
a lively tune. The night’s work had been well done. He 
hoped that the boss would he well pleased, that his ** cut ” 
would be enough to keep him out of the game for a while, 
to give Maria a trip to the Tyrol, and gentle holiday. 

Snow was falling in Belgrade. An cast wind was driving 
it along the broad stretch of Kosowska. It cut the face like 
the lash of a whip, whined through the night as though proud 
of itself. Even the high buildings could no longer hold it. 
Seconds after the snow had settled on the roofs, on the 
stonework, it was wrenched away by the wind, carried along 
the street in twisting spirals. Yet the man hurrying forward, 
apart from holding his head low, seemed to take little notice 
of it. He scarcely noticed the abatement of the vicious drive 
as he turned left-handed into Takowska. A policeman passed 
him. He smiled towards him sympathetically. 

A little farther along he took a quick glance behind him, 
and then stared at the luminous dial on his watch. It was 
three minutes to eleven. The clocks were chiming the hour 
as he swung round to his right, entered Ratarska Uliza. His 
strides lengthened, slipped from time to time on the 
snow-Iadencd pavement. He did not travel far. Again he 
looked up and down the street, found that it was deserted-, 
crossed the road rapidly, and dived into the shelter of a 
doorway. He was not alone. Another man was already 
standing there. The late comer lit a cigarette, held the match 
out in the wind, then clasped the stem carefully between his 
thumb and forefinger, snapped the match as though performing 
a ritual. The other man in the doorway slid a hand underneath 
his overcoat, produced a small parcel. 

They nodded to each other. The man dropped the broken 
match, held out his hand. There was a second of hesitancy, 
inen the parcel was handed over. 


soundcd U oa^’al. aSked ‘ hC ** arriVa ' fa the He 


“ Mick Card by,” said the other man. He placed the parcel 

beneath his overcoat, threw away his newly lighted cigarette 
nnddorl p«rt » _, , 7 . cigarette. 


nodded c„ rtly his acquaintance, and ~ He hoped 
the boss would be well pleased, that with his “ cut ” he could 
take Sonya 1 for a gentle holiday to the Rhodope. 

wJrm7i S I Va j m j ubllant mood - After weeks of foul weather 
warmth had at last returned. It was not the torrid warmth 

summer, but the bright, vitalising dry heat of late autumn 
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A short, dapper man ambled slowly along the pavement in 
the Rue Cambon. His attention to the building a hundred 
yards away on his right was, however, far from casual. The 
Ifthe figure stiffened a trifle as he noticed the messenger 
walking down the steps of the bank. He turned to start 
along the road behind him, and then crossed over so that he 
fell into his stride a couple of yards behind the messenger as 
he passed. His lips were twisted in a parody of a smile. 

The messenger clutched a satchel in his right hand, gazed 
both ways through sheer force of habit as he turned into, the 
Rue de Rivoli. The man behind him drew slightly nearer. 
His manner was entirely unconcerned. He paced the boulevard 
as though time meant nothing. He looked ahead, and then 
plunged 0 both hands unceremoniously into his coat pockets. 
Not more than a couple of feet separated them as the messenger 
turned to the right into the Rue de Ponth.eu. He did not 

'The XvtTan arrived a, his side as he was passing .he 

mouth of an entry, smacked an automatic into' **.^oeioM 
ribs, nodded his head towards the passage, and snapp 

with vicious curtness: at the man. 

“ Viicmcnt ? 99 The messenger paused, looked ai uic 

gjr’at the gun ahivered and 

the passage. He did not get far Ihe , j own with 

left hand from his pocket, brought a lead beforc the 

a crash against the messengers P | d big arm 

man hit the floor bis assailant had the satchel uni 

was walking away h e ha cc1. tax. I^ ,ioped the boss 

in Montmartre. H i » cut »» wou ld be enough to take 

would be pleased, that his* cut w ^ Briancon . 

the elegant Suzette for a g d j tween the skyscrapers 

A somewhat repulsive man liurr ^ passc d block aftcr 
of Chicago’s downtown section. A h J^ ant picture of 

block lie merged more and more t ^ open doors 

the city’s cheap and garish ni» in , trume ntalists blazed out 
the strident tune of enthusiastc mstnamer ^ ]y 

from the honky-tonks. , croone r swept out as far 

imbecilic, utterances of aso-caHed^ ^ ^ brothe]g> an d 
as the pavements. Inside thb brisk and al j seemed 

what-liave-you establishments d whic h passed as one. 

well with the worhl-or that p;ar ^ sidewalk3 with an 

Patrolmen swung their batons,. P £ 

easy air. They knew the.r section Wighttf stopP cd to 

The man reached the cent Clark and Ohio Streets, 

light a smoke at the junction of North Clark an ncarly 

He looked at his watch. The night was young. 
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quarter past eleven. He crossed Ohio Street, sauntered along 
until he saw the neon lights advertising Belle’s Bar. Then 
he entered. A band of five made up with sound, or with 
volume, what they lack in technique. Ten or a dozen 
half-drunken men and women swayed round the pocket 
handkerchief floor in an attempt to frustrate their growing 
somnolence, their increasing feeling of nausea, their desire to 
pile on the pinewood floor in a sleep, and their melancholy 
thoughts of “ what might have been.” 

The brunette behind the bar beamed upon the newcomer. 
He wore expensive clothes, looked as though another “ sucker ” 
had come home to roost. Years in the racket had made her 
a fair judge. But this time she was hopelessly wrong. The 
man smacked a dollar on the counter, twisted hie mouth, 
snapped: 

“ Large one, straight, and I want nothing that’s fingered. 
Make it snappy.” 

She threw back her head with an attempt at hauteur. 
Instead of succeeding she looked as though she suffered with 
a cross between acute neuralgia and toothache. She slammed 
down the drink. The man knocked it back with one gulp, 
picked up his change, laid down another bill, and nodded his 
head. Then he looked round the tables encircling the 
miniature dance floor. He grinned as he saw the elderly man 
in the far corner. The smile was not created by thp sight of 
the man’s worried face. It raised because the man wore a 
gardenia in the lapel of his coat. 

So the caller picked up his second drink, walked over to 
the table. 

“What exactly are you waiting for, Mr. Robinson?” he 
inquired softly. 

“ Are you representing Mick Cardhy? ” whispered the man. 
His hand shook as he held his drink. The repulsive man 
nodded his head, held out his hand. 

There was an uncomfortable pause before the elderly man 
walked over to the cloakroom, returning with a cardboard 
package under his arm. He said: 

“ I don’t hand this over until I know that Harry is all right 
and you have told me exactly where I pick him up when I 
leave here.” 


“Take it easy, mister. Your son is ace high. You’ll find him 

in a taxi outside the hotel at 25 East Ohio Street. Let’s 
nave the pay-up. 

He took the parcel, emptied his drink, walked out with a 
broad smile spreading over his face. Sure, Harry Fell would 
be found in the taxi. But his father would find a sUff and 



INVITATION TO THE CRAVE 


8 


stiffs never talk! The ten grand felt good under his arm. 
Ho felt tempted to stay out awhile, and make a night of it. 
But the money didn't altogether belong to him. He cursed, and 
then changed his mind, started to hum a tunc quite merrily. 

After all. he'd done his job well, and the boss would be 
pleased. That ought to mean that his share of the “cut” 
would amount to heavy metal. And if it did he knew a good 
home for some of the dough. He d take Sadie up Lake 
Michigan to Racine. The blondie knew how to make a holiday 
something that a guy could remember for a long time. 

Bruchlcr Street, placed in Moedling. Upper Vienna, was as 
quiet as it had been since the first working-class houses were 
placed along its simple path of life. The man gazing with 
some admiration upon his well-kept garden was peaceful, 
happy, quite at rest with all the world, or with that .-mall 
pari of the world which held any interest for him. The man 
walking along the pavement stayed from time to time to 
examine thereat houses, their comfortable layout their 
essential air of respectability. As he drew nearer o the 
householder taking his last breath of the night air, he plunge 
a hand deeper into his trouser pocket, left it there until lie 
st^d outside the garden gate. Then he raised a beckoning 

f,, The man turned pallid as he saw him, „,„ved unsteadily along 
the rock-paved path. He attempted a smile. I was a hope ess 
failure. The other man bent over the gate, almost as though 

makin ,r a neighbourly call. A { • j r 

“ Yesterday,” he said, 44 you found a body. A friend o 

mine told you to forget it. I think you were * 

you did not ^ rget, A pp^ r entlJ d you did not. forget the body, 
remembering you. A PP are,11 J ' Blll you did something 

We didn’t mind you telling the P« ™ telephoned the 

worse than that. Before you .. . t j at i )era u?e you 

Vienna R,. . ™ <““» *'“ l 

Iludelfs^was^ie'seat o^the Medical Institute. 

^;l'us ^nt^fZhir'Take'a ias, ioeh a, y our Garden. 


Good-bye. my friend.” h noise as the 

The silenced revolver d.d ^ pal)i a buUe t 

trigger came l>ack. . The ma 

ploughed through his heart. His car was at 

The other man hurried along the that hig 

the corner. He hoped the boss wou ' lr( j to take 

.-hare of the “cut” would he adequate. He want .a 

his Martha to Graz for a gentle holiday. 
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The fact that -she was passing the Basilica of Constantine 
meant nothing to the alert young woman who strode along with 
swinging hips, elegant carriage, and a confident manner. Ab 
she passed the Colosseum corner her eyes never moved from 
a direct glance before her. And so she marched along Via 
Labianca as though Rome belonged to her. Throughout the 
twenty-five years of her life she had prided herself upon the 
possession of one characteristic—she knew what she wanted, 
and how to get it! That was how she had collected Alessandro 
at a time when the women of Rome’s bright light district were 
throwing their hats in his direction. 

Her air became even more determined as she swung into 
Via Merulana, saw the man waiting at the corner. Everything 
was running according to the book of words. He wore a 
raincoat, had his head crammed into a black fedora, carried 
an umbreda over his arm. Those items fitted into her picture, 
bhe walked towards him with confidence, smiled as she said: 

GaselH ,,nee<1 Wa ' 1 hcrc if you have il ready f °r me, Signor 


v.n”°wL ,UiCkly ' 9Wee ‘ ° nc ” 8aid the man - “Who sent 
your Who are you? 

" \ f, rom Mick Card by. My name is Lorize. Don’t keep 
nie nailing. r 

The man bowed slightly, handed over a small attache-eaee 
turned without a word, and walked away. The girl hailed a 
passing taxi Now she was more than pleased. Her 

cards 01 *Hp wlThT m ° rc money - His ,nania lay with 

cards He would play zicconetta until he fell with exhaustion 

ounT , ! , l P0CkCtS r re Cmpfy - In hand she carried thirty 
ounces of heroin She hoped that the boss would be pleased 7 

hat her share of the “ cut ” would be adequate. The STS 
AaroLr 1 l ° l u ake , her AIessand ™ away for a time to 
Of women su/S ,'lTnl ‘,7 ^ h “ rd ' 

wo I „ n |d M ha n ve ,C d! 1 mne h d H^dism" “'m ""' 1 b . ,cak - A visitor 
regarded i, with complacency as’ normai’^T^ Tewefl b “- e 

-asSl,^ be i h t in w d a 8 ' h f C CO ' mter ' takine “ 

sooner the four minuto naLed /"d’h"’"'"^ 10 , and > ha 
hi^home in Withington the be.’ter i, wou'id'Iuit him BWay ‘° 

shop. AmaHn^ gH k wai n ked a i„ Chi T h b c ,aSt *T ^ 
apparent embarrassment, sensed the cauiS^Ss^bbed his 


m 
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hands. He was not surprised when the young man said: 

“ Let’s see a tray of your engagement rings. I want nothing 

cheap.” . 

He sounded abrupt. The jeweller surmised that his 

curtness was mostly an attempt to hide a natural nervousness. 

He laid a tray on tire counter, looked up to find himself staring 

into the nozzle of an automatic! . 

“ Take it easy.” said the young man. ” We re collecting 

this lot! ” ■ ... 

Even as he spoke the girl was shuffling the rings into a 
chamois bag. It seemed that she was no longer nervous. And 
to judge from the steadiness of the man’s hand he had never 
known what nerves were. He didn’t own cm. The jeweller 
slumped to the floor behind the desu when the tray was 
emptied. He had taken more on the top of the head than 
most men can stand. As the clocks struck six the young 
couple entered the car waiting for them on the pavement. 
Thev were driving towards Rusl.olme when tfle rnan remarU E 
“ \nd they say that Friday is an unlucky day! It the bo.s 
is pleased and we get a real cut out of the bag I reckon we 
can catch’the eight o’clock, and take a real bust of a week-end 

-M ^t d ^ U s^ l0 Sl, thought Plenty But 

Central 'pier," and^a Tower 

Ballroom. 


CHAPTER TWO 

POLITE BLACKMAIL 

Mb. Philip Maw» lit a two 

firmly in iris huge hovering round 

with an expression of complet tQ {eel miserable. 

his somewhat pudgy face. e • him with a steady ten 
His Sunningdale holel vrw P™ * 8^ out over the large, 
thousand a year. And Maiiey, f all he surveyed, 
expensive grounds feeling the monaren 

And that was plenty. on {our principles, and 

Mailey had established his hole extreme 

from them he had never deviated Hrst. hc^ sufficicntly 

tact; then, complete luxu Y* p atron s; lastly, a 

exorbitant to pander to the van Y service, and knew 

staff which rendered remarkably efficient scr nolhing . 

the art of seeing nothing, hearing nothing, ana 9 y 
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He was a trifle annoyed when a rap on the door roused him 
from his pleasant reverie. His secretary walked into the 
room, as silently as though on rubber rollers. There was aboul 
the man a servility that was sickening. 

“ A gentleman giving the name of Kay Wilson wishes to see 
you, sir.” 

“ 1 ar " not receiving callers. What is it that the man wants? 
Surely you can attend to him. Tell him I’m busy now and he 
must write for an appointment.” 

“ That is scarcely necessary,” remarked the man who walked 
into the ornate room. “ I can sec that you are not busy, and 
my business with you is of some importance. If your secretary 
will retire I will explain to you.” 

Mailey turned crimson, rose from his scat, patted his 
paunch, spluttered: 

“Get out of this room instantly. Don’t be so damnably 
impertinent. 


The visitor laid a stick, hat and gloves on a side tabic, 
smiled easily. He was in the early thirties, handsome in an 
effeminate way but possessed of extraordinary self-assurance. 
And his eyes did not waver as lie stared at Mailey, moving 
luither into the room as he remarked: 

' I would urge you, in your own interests, to order your 
secretary out of the room. My visit concerns something that 
shoubl not be screamed from the housetops. Surely? Mr. 
Mailey with a reputation like yours you should be the first 
to realise the need for reticence and tact in all things?” 

thpnr' f Wa,t,ng for ? n invilation the man sat down on 

tl e MM,° f \f S -i ttee, i t0 ° k 3 cigarelte from the silver box on 
e table. Mailey began to feel uncomfortable. This cool 

ranger was taking him out of his depth. He waved a hand 

‘ ™ r ‘! 5 aImost realising il.e meaning of Hie 

S; H,S SCCre,ary elevat « l “ P°li<e eyebrow, Vanished 


asked Mailey. W ' lat ^ hcU “ ,he —«-« of this intrusion? - 

“I have come to talk business with von TW» 
agitated. It is so bad for tired nerves. Mr. Mai lev I n m°M 
on the best of information to believe that in il.Ie *2 e< * 
hotel you have a most remunerative pie“e if p " eTtT You^ 
flow of guests is constant, your terms are ve^hhrh Thi 

‘mall ,a ^ d rS m C r'' nei1 make * ccr,ai “ ,hal h.™. 

enti5“ t n. S y 0r eon 0 eer r „ Ub am!‘ ean'mf VTrti ^ “ 

outsider? Will you please Ca go n now? ” ** interCSt l ° an * 
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. “I will not. My employer, Mr. Mailey, is a gentleman 
who from time to time develops curious ideas. He has just 
been seized with a new one. 1 am not going to say that the 
novelty of it will appeal to you." 

“ Are you quite mad? What on earth do I care about your 

employer’s ideas? " 

“plenty. His latest idea is that he would like to take a 
half share in your most profitable hotel! So it can be said 
that you are concerned.” 

Mailey’s eyelids flickered, and he clutched the arms of lus 
chair Now he was floundering completely out of Ins depth. 
The visitor had passed on the news with the nonchalant ease 

of a person ordering a drink. 

“1 believe that by now,” said Wilson, “ the reason for my 
call is firmly embedded in your mind. You are a business 

man. So what do you say? ” 

“Just this—get out of here, and tell your mad employer 

he is trying his crazy tricks on the wrong person when he 

tlicm oil me. That s all. .. » 

“ You lose your temper so easily, Mr. Mailey, and my 

employer is such a tolerant man. It seems a pity, ^ou see, 
he didn’t intend at any time making you f an offer for the 
twilf share in this hotel he wants to possess. 

MaUey threw a passable imitation of a grampus, grew more 

haven’t talked to lunatics so that I could build up my 
business, Mie spluttered. • Ce, on, of here before 1 have you 

,1 “°i V |old° U your F «e C p aW b a rother." The man’s tone had changed. 
It became even more childlike, quieter, and more menacing, 
•"sh, tng on.opo. ^ 

car. u — -s 

Suppose, just for a momc . J were pandering to 

off your racket, told the wo society columns for 

immoral people «pu,a.io„ ^ staying dumb 

months to come, that y t hey footed a bill they 

about your celebrated guests g • would you 

could never he charged at any other hotel. 

Say Ma'lL n y ? poked a finger between his collar and his neck, said 

"^ibi. a Joke, or are yon jus. passing away the time, 

Mr. Wilson? ” , nnssina away the time 

“ If it’s a joke then it’s on you. If I m V as '" B a9 m0 mcnts 

it’ll show you how profitable these things c 
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of amusement. Mr. Mailey, if the public at large really learnt 
what a high-grade brothel you are running here, if they knew 
some of the people who patronise your very fine establishment, 
do you think your place would last very much longer? ” 

“ Brothel? This is one of the best conducted hotels in this 
country! ” 

“And the Greeks had another word for it too! Want me 
to recite a few facts, or would you rather assume that I know 
them already? ” 

“To what exactly are you referring? Either you arc mad 
or I must he.” 

“ Don’t beg for a reply to that, Mr. Mailey. There are 
people about with names so inscribed on the rolls of doubtful 
fame that they dare not take any further risks. Those people 
seem to make a peculiar habit of using your estimable hotel 
as a home from home. And they change wives and even 
husbands with startling rapidity. In fact, the changes are so 
abrupt that even your register of visitors can’t keep pace with 
them. I do hope, for your own sake, that you’re following the 
line of my thought very carefully.” 

Mailey sucked at his cigar,'wriggled in his scat, and said 
nothing. 

‘ In deference to the general views of the public, with a 
desire that their national idols should not crash too heavily, 
my employer is quite prepared to act as a benefactor in general, 
take a half interest in your hotel, and pass on nothing in the 
way of news. The information which lie has might cause 
a few heartburns among the great, but it’d mean Carey Street 
for you, and a bad few minutes in the Bankruptcy Courts 
instead of your pleasant living, your cigars—and your noted 
Jove of reticence.” 

Mailey sat erect. He was no fool. He hadn’t built his 
business that way. 

to know ?'” 1 at exactly do you P r °P° se telling me you happen 


Very little, Mr. Mailey. The best receptionist you cv 
had here was a Miss Vera White. I think you will acree th 
she was most competent? ” b 

very sorry indeed when Miss White left. What h, 

_' a Jr L° d ° W - lth 11 ? 1 don t quite see how members of tl 

statt become in any way involved.” 

Miss White,” said the man, slowly, “ left because n 
empJoyer told her that she had done all he wanted her to d 
And she had done a neat job! ” 

you mean ?''’’ 0 ' 1 ‘ he "' oman ^ iust c) “>«ly "'hot c 


* 
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“ And you had a chambermaid named Clara. She was very 
efficient. On your behalf she served your guests well. On 

behalf of my employer she was good. . 

“Who is vour employer? What on earth are you talking 
about? ” Mailey was pale around the gills, looked as though 
dynamite was beneath him. 

“Mv employer is Mirk Cardbv. What he wants, he gets. 

Either he takes a half share in this hotel for nothing, or you 

don'l have anv hotel left.’ . , 

The man snapped out the last sentence, bent forward to pick 

up another cigarette, blew a cloud of smoke into the air, and 

W Ml^wTCvy body from the chair walked over tu 

the windows, looked at the ornate garden- thought of . 11 / 

meant 'to him. .hough! of Ids dreams that were turning into 

nightmares, said to the man: „,..i. iu «rrllv’ This 

‘••You realise that you can he placed very awkwardly. 

is -«•. z 

yo" rctusi- O'.r U.. ’ Aml „l,,l ,l» >..« call you* 

SSL'S*/* er iartiswS 

OV -. r M,” t wl.a, do you intend doing? I -us. know where I 

stand, mustn't I?” frame weVe playing you don’t pull 

Naturally, but <? j have got enough on you 

out all your arcs j lt ,1 ’ e f, [ o ' J , moM c f your customers flying 
lo close your hotel dow n- - nam e is nrml. It isn’t you, 

into the four w nd-. to «otn ^ ler ms or conditions. 

Mr. Mailey, who ts goii o term* are never indefinite. 

My employer will do ‘ h « t a, ^j fa * ls< Tn this ease, he wants 
They are presented as establ A d' ^ like , hc sound of it 
a half share in this hotel. > bccauSP we II see the 

you can smoke your la-t ^ * d ends before you have a 
bailiffs yanking out your odds ancW ^ ^ „ 
chance to light another - tbal running through his 

Mailey did not g.ve the opm.cn tha comfblla hle! And 
mind. The visitor was tooclear 

Mailey knew it only too. we|• ^ consider when 1 have 

“It is a matter that I ' u11 , bat be ,l 0 cs intend to do. 

learnt from your employer exact ■ » bvoW beatcn into giving 

1 am not the type of man who can , 

a wav things for nothing. Remember that.^ ^ |fg takc onC 

“I will try to explain wline > customers, guests, or 

case. 1 imagine that one of your best 


whatever you call them, is Sir Edward Hardy, the coal king. 
He has spent loads of money here. During last summer he 
stayed here on four different occasions, and each occasion he 
had a different woman with him. We know the names und 
addresses of those women. We can supply all the necessary 
information to Lady Hardy. If she instituted proceedings 
against her husband where would you stand when the case 
came into court. What would the divorce judge have to say 
when he learnt that in this hotel you not only tolerated gross 
immorality, but that you encouraged it? The evidence in that 
one case alone would show very clearly that you have been 
running this hotel almost as a brothel. And that is just chosen 
at random out of the scores of cases of which we have 
knowledge. And bear in your mind the fact that the evidence 
we possess is proof beyond any possible form of denial. What 
do you say now? ” 

Mailey coughed awkwardly, paced over the thick carpet for 
a time. The man’s ebullience had vanished. He was deflated. 
When he spoke there was something of the suppliant in his 
manner, and in his speech: 

“ You can’t expect me to give you an answer about a matter 
of such vital importance at a moment’s notice like this, can 
you? All I can suggest is that you should give me three or 
four days in which to consider the whole position. If you 
return then, and bring with you the proof of which you talk 
we can settle down to a sensible discussion. That’s reasonable 
enough.” 

“ I’m not so sure that my employer will give you that amount 
•of latitude. But Ill ask him, and then telephone to you giving 
his reply. I can’t do anything whatever on my own authority, 
bo we will leave it at that.” 

All right. You’d better give me your address and telephone 
number in case anything happens that makes it essential for 
me to contact you.” 

Ray Wilson smiled broadly as he picked up the hat stick 
and gloves. ’ 


N^V°* °" T r li,e ’\ he sai f ‘ ,1[ was n0 ‘ b °™ yesterday. 

H° n"Y 0 " u haPPe " 'e at Ca " t " ait un,il you hear from me 
again. I wish you a happy day. 

Wilson walked out as unceremoniously as he had entered 
Mailey crossed over to a wall cabinet, poured himself out a 
large brandy, tipped it back with a sudden gulp, and wined 
the perspiration from his forehead. For fully P five minutes 

thVt 1 HlS u hCad J between his hands - Then he grabbed 

“ Get P mo n M Sh ^ Ut f d t0 thC g ‘, rl ° n ,he ho,el switch board: 
Get me Mr. Kelway. my solicitor, immediately” 
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Their conversation was brief. A couple of minutes 
after he had replaced the receiver Mailey was seated in his 
car, heading for London. A riot of thoughts streamed through 
his mind. And none of them was comforting. The tubby 
solicitor met him with an eager hand. Philip Mailey meant 
good money to him. Maybe that was why his face grew more 
and more miserable as he listened to his client’s story. He 
could see a solid part of his income vanishing if the threatened 
acquisition of the half share came off. After Mailey finished 
his recital there was a long and painful silence. 

“ I can see,” remarked Kelway, “ that it is all very, very 
difficult.” 

“ I didn’t come here to be told that,” snapped his client. 
“ I know all about that aspect of it before I came. All I want 
from you now is advice.” 

“ H’m. I don’t see that you could risk making a legal fight 


of it.” 

“ I’m damned certain I couldn’t. So that advice is of no 
use to me at all.” 

“ Perhaps not. I’m only doing my best. Did he happen to 
mention to you the name of the man on whose behalf he was 

. • o M 

act m" r 

“He did, most definitely. He told me that his employer 

was Mick Cardby.” , , . 

“Good God!” exclaimed Kelway, and he slumped back 

heavily into his chair. . , 

“ And why should that cause you to look as though you re 

famung. ^ Mr Mailey, that name means something to 

you? I can't believe it is true. It sounds quite impossible. 

No I really can’t believe it.” . .. . 

Cut out all this rambling and tell me what ts mystify.ng 

y °" p7enTy UCh The most famous, the most competent firm of 

Star 'S.£“ij -•>!»»:-i s rs.: 

the junior partner, is Mick Lardby. 

The hotel proprietor whistled, turned a trifle redder 


Surely,” he said, “ a man wi.h a tepuU.ion^like^that 

wouldn’t start on the wrong side of crime. 

insane if he did.” i » - n :,i Kelway 

“ He’d be damnably dangerous if be did, 
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softly. “ If what you were told is true I can’t think of any 
man who could put you in a worse fif. And they say that 
Mick Cardby never, under any circumstances, starts anything 
that he can’t finish. The whole affair sounds incredible to 


me. 


And to me. But that sort of talk gets us nowhere. What 
I want to hear from you is some advice about getting out of 
the fix. So what? ” 

“Let me think it "over for a time. The business is too 
grave to make a rash decision, or to do anything in a hurry. 
Have a cigar.” 

For minutes there was complete silence in the room. Afailev 
was watching his solicitor intently, felt more cheerful as the 
man abruptly brought his fist down on the desk, rose to his 
feet, and smiled as he said: 

I think, Mr. Mailey, that I have got the complete answer. 
To start with, I am completely certain that Mick Cardby 
would never handle anything like this. Once I became sure 
of that I got the solution quite easily. With the reputation 
he has got Cardby would be furious if he heard that some 
low criminal was using his name, and he’d do everything he 
could to pin the man down. Very well, Mr. Mailey, the 
obvious thing for us to do is to visit the office of Cardby 
and Son tell them just how things are standing, wait for 

them Z“S lf 11 18 V hal 1 ex P ect to be we will tell 
rnnTvt h f * n u® T", ! ntercst9 ’ opart from own personal 

.he ljue C S ’.hemselve°s U ’ ! ""'s'***'* ' he ma " Cr ' Bnd d «i* 

idea " T r f at ’ a " nounc , ed Mailey, “ sounds to me like a grand 
, If " ,l | at J ,ou *e ‘old nie about the firm is right 
hey U be only too glad to place the skids un ™r the man 
.mpersonatmg them-and do i, without publicity.” 

make a start the better it will be for all.” " We ’ 

King them up immediately, and tell tlin m 
on our way.” eIi ** iem that we are 

2 is -..-f t. b 3'“ :s 

son. Mick did Z seem u lhe neW8 on «» bis 

his father’s desk, swinging hi? legs easily rcLl* ^ ° dRe ° f 
m the four o’clock race Then be j dm , g the runners 

headed out of the room, said? ® d ° Wn fr ° m ,hc desk . 
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“ This, my esteemed father, is your own bird, and you 
can do what you like with it. Philip Mailey may meun a lot 
to the people who patronise his joint. His name is a pain 
in the neck to me. This is where I take a small moment of 
relaxation, and amble forth for a beer. Give them my love, 
and tell Mailey that his guests shouldn’t lose money and 
jewellery so often in a well-conducted hotel. Apart from 

that, Dad. tell him we’re engaged.” 

“ It sounds to me, Mick, as though you know quite a lot 


about him.” 

“Hardly, Dad. I’ll have a beer and clean my mouth. Give 

’em my love.” . . c , 

Mick paused on his way out to banter a word with the hrm s 
secretary. She was 'blonde, elegant, efficient, and resented 
any familiarities. Maybe that was the reason why she 

collected so many from the junior partner. yon 

‘•Like to dive out for a quick one with me, Angelic. lie 
asked. ‘‘I know what it's like for an attractive girl to smack 

3 ‘M' thinl^Mr! Cardby, that it would be better for you to 


T\"'sk rs " s. tjz 

tic smile as she said : . , • • —j n 

Endin'. youta me out on bail for an honr. Wale,? 

I plead not guilty.’ ,., f o0 li n g,” snapped 

“I know that you spend most of^our We ^ my 

the Special Branch man, b $oon as you can get 

call this time. I want you to s ‘ And. even with 

liere, or there will be trouble waiting or you yv 

your resilience you won t get ou a from my parents. 

‘‘You shock me, sir! Keep the j ^ wUhin the time 

I was proposing to P ur ?^ se % an average Englishman 

limits afforded by the la ■ , ’ r ee ] s that way? ” 

can dive into some wallop w tell you is this: 

« This,” said Wales, “ is no joke. All 1 can 
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If you are not in my office within the next quarter of an 
hour I’ll be along to find you and there’ll he a warrant for 
your arrest in my pocket. Thai’s no joke! ” 

, “Put on another record! Sweet music this time, please! 
I’ll he along.” 

But the youngster looked worried as he smiled half 
heartedly, walked out. 


CHAPTER THREE 


TROUBLE COMES INTERNATIONALLY 


Mick decided to walk to the Yard. He wanted a few minutes* 
breathing space. If the inesagc had come from any other 
man at the Yard Mick would have been certain that a joke 
was being thrown his way. But you could not think that when 
the speaker was Wales, of the Special Branch. lie was of che 
type who would rather retire than perpetrate any form of joke. 
Cardby was fumbling through his memory and his conscience. 
What had he done? lie knew that many, many times lie had 
acted in a way that was more drastic, more unconventional, 
than legal. But a warrant for his arrest . . . ! 

He did not wait long after arriving at headquarters. It 
seemed that the anxious Wales was more than ready to meet 
him. The Inspector rushed to and fro across his office floor 
with the mien of a caged tiger. He waved a hand towards 
a seat, snapped out as though on a barrack square: 

Sit down, Cardby. This is the most serious moment vou’ve 
yet come across during your young life. I want you to realise 
that this is no joke.” 

“Since the invitation came from you,” said Mick, “I wasn’t 
expecting to he greeted on arrival with a terrific hurst of 
humour. You can sit down yourself if you care to. That 
constant pacing wears the nerves.” 

“Maybe your nerves are a hit upset. They’ve got every 
cause to be. If I asked you to tell me what you bad been 
doing dunng the last three months and what places you had 
VIS ^nt QUnn S l ^ at P er >°d could you tell me? ” 

nt Ib„ 0 t ,fr ilh a ? y rcal prc f cl " ion ""less 1 looked up the files 
IW i 0 ^ 6 -1 lve I ^ ot 1 a fa,r memory, but l’rn only human. 

innnco bC 1 ‘4 buS,K l ' m not a P«H«f5 infant, or an 

and W, 11 T S - t0 bc , tre , atcd Vlkc this- Cut out the cackle, 
and lets be hearing what’s on your mind.” 

of Wale y s 0UnS " ler S faCC WaS grim * Hc rented the attitude 
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“ Plenty. How many times have you been abroad during 
the last six months? ” 

“ Once, and once only. I took a flying week-end in Paris 
last June.” 

“ Are you quite certain that you’re telling me the entire 
truth. Cardby? 

Mick rose from his seat, picked up his hat, started towards 
the door. ” You can lay off that line, Wales. I thought you 
knew me well enough by now to realise that I don’t stand 
for your line of talk. If you haven’t got anything more 
intelligible to say let’s look at your warrant.” 

Inspector Wales deepened in colour, smacked a fist on the 

desk, said: 

“ I could hardly believe, Cardby, that you would ever run 
off the straight and narrow path. But enough information 
has come m\ r way during the last week to start me changing 

my mind, that is why I sent for you.” 

“ All of which means exactly nothing to this very ignorant 


child ” 

“During the many cases your firm has taken have you been 
very much concerned in crimes outside this country. Hints 
a simple question.” 

“ And there’s an equally simple answer—we have not One 
or twice we have had to, travel abroad. But the visits were 

“ Have you at any time employed men on behalf of your 
firm to perform acts well outside the scope of your business. 
Have you ever employed men as criminals instead of engaging 

lll “Nevcr d Sl V' ^have^employed criminals on innumerable 
occasions—just as you have. But not once have I engaged 

Anv one of them to commit crime. n ( . 

•^So yoVd deny it emphatically if I said the al egat on 
against you is that you are mixed up «„h. are m^d 'l e 
leader of, gang of international criminals? Be earellil 

pause before you make an answer. • Gang? 

“Are you suggesting that I have joined the ^r»zy » 

^le^^-^Syou^eS metal- ^ged! 

or inaccurately informed. i innn en to know, are 

“I will. The Berlin LtehTi.suggested you 

investigating several crimes c > j at first thought was 

took the leading part. That, ]atcr j receive d most urgent 
quite mad. But a couple of > asking for information, 

messages from Belgrade and . . n { dangerous 

They were quite positive that you were g 


INVITATION TO THE CRAVE 


21 


criminals acting in those cities. By this time I was really 
beginning to wonder whether the impossible had happened, 
whether you might have turned from detective to criminal. 
While I was wondering in which way to make my inquiries, 
was wondering along what possible lines I could frame a 
reply, another urgent appeal for assistance came to me—and 
this time it came from Prague. 

“ I made the fullest inquiries in those cities, searching for 
the basis for their requests. In each case they told me that 
your name was most emphatically linked with several of their 
major crimes. Now, to add to my troubles, the Federal 
Bureau of Investigation in the States have been burning the 
wires in telling me their tale of woe. They want any news 1 
can give them concerning Mick Cardby, the master criminal. 
That does not quite complete the entire picture. I have a 
file covering similar cases, similar requests for help, from 
eight other cities. And in each case you were emphatically 
named as the man behind the picture. The last one came in 
from Dublin not more than an hour ago. So now tell me that 
I am mentally deranged. Can you wonder that I wanted you 
in this office? ” 

Mick Cardby lit a cigarette, and ceased to smile. It was 
some time before he spoke, but there was a bitter tone in his 
voice as he said: 


That means that some clever devil is amusing himself 
by pulling big strokes, and using my handle ns a background 
It can t mean anything else. I have a feeling, Wales that 
some person, at present unknown, is going to come a crash 
that II be heard from here to he Arctic. Would you 
™ nd J* v ‘, n S me wore explicit details about the eases 


involved 0 ” 1 ^ h °' V tbttt ^ b ° d " ne sinCe you ar <* 


AH right, you can take me along under arrest to «ee 

the big shot—the Commissioner—and I’ll explain to him just 

how hmgs are fixed. Maybe after I’ve had a few wjrds 
with him hell ask you to release those documents so that I 
Ca H a °°k at t ^ iera - Are you ready? ” 

his co e „Lt.'- CCrtainly " 0U,d n0t disclose ,hcm ’» >'»» Without 

“u h P ‘ e , C , e ”! ce 'y soid. Let's amble along his way. I, 

fall for VO t,m . e we vc met, and 1 don’t think that* he’ll 

outfit rj t ° ry W , Uh me as the bi S ba 'l wolf of the entire 
outfit And bring the material with you in case he sals I 

can examine the reports you have received.” y 1 

nspector Wales ran his fingernails along his neck, pursed 



22 


INVITATION TO TIIE CRAVE 


his lips, threw bars across his forehead, and then remarked 
with weariness: 

“ I'll let you see them before you meet him. “ Don’t think 
I am being too difficult about things, Cardby. After all, I 
am in a very awkward fix.” 

“ Of course, you are. So am I. We are, so to speaks 
brothers under the skin.” 

“ 1 don't like the flippant way you speak. But take a look 
at these reports, and then decide for yourself what should 
be done. I’ll tell you before you go any further that I 
will make investigations along my own lines whatever you 
may or may not do. And whatever the Commissioner may 
say you will still remain very much in my mind. Will you 
remember that? ” 

“ I'd bate to he out of your mind for a moment. It is so 
nice to think that one has a constant friend in the background. 
Still, let me quit fooling, Wales, and say this with all 
sincerity. There is no person in this world more anxious 
to see (lie matter solved than I am. Anything at all that I 
can do to achieve that end I will do. Just give me a free 
rein and a . hat toad to do whatever I want to do, for say, 
a w !.. and 1 think I'll have helped you a long way. After 
all Wale<. this matters a lot more to me than it does to you. 
As far as joii are concerned it is a job. To me it means my 
name, my father’s name, my living, and my future. 

Wales looked at the young man curiously. He bad heard 
much about ldm. but had never watched him working. iNow 
tint he «aw the serious set of Cardin's face, the nriglit fbifcr 
in his eves, heard the intense lone as he spoke he changed 
his mind considerably. This young Cardby might talk like a 
fool at times, but the levity was a pose, a rest from >terner 

th, "n„ beginning to believe in you.” said the Inspector. 
“Now let an older bead than yours do a bit of thinking for 
a moment. I've been altering my views about things duiin D 

thr la^f few scrorul*. Take a smoke, Cardby. . * 

* ' Wick hook his head, walked over to the window, watched 

fasten down on one . of bala.ned consideration, the 

needed one th.ng had ’ • Mi( . U somcv rhat out of 

mature of Ins lamer, 

his de pth. And he knew it. , «. t b now y0 u don’t 
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crime of this magnitude is about we’d be damned fools to 
start thinking about our likes and dislikes. So I am going 
off on another tack. I think you are a bumptious young fool. 
But I’m going to trust you. That being so I don’t want you 
to talk to the Commissioner, or to any one else except your 
father. When a case as serious as this lies on the table the 
fewer people know about it the better. I’ll give you a quarter 
of an hour in this office to read these cables, telephone 
messages, and reports. After you ve read them forget that I 
called you into this office. Go your own way, and 111 go mine. 
Don’t tread on my steps, and don’t expect help from me. 
I’ll be watching the scene from the hack, and wishing, and 
hoping, that you have all the luck. You’ll need it.” 

The Inspector reached for his pipe, pushed the file across 
the desk. 

The youngster regarded him steadily for a moment. I hen 
he walked round the desk, patted the Inspector on the shoulder, 
smiled as he remarked: 

“ That’s good of you. I had the same sort of idea, but I 
was fool enough to think that it would not appeal to you. 
My genuine apologies.” 

Wales nodded his head. His mind was reflecting upon many 
things. One was that Mick Cardby was a bigger man than 
he had thought. It always requires a real man to make a 
sincere apology with meaning, and without any show of 
ostentation or affectation. Obviously, the young fool had assets. 

Neither spoke while Mick read through the dossier. As he 
turned page after page the youngster became increasingly 
bewildered. One fact stood out like the proverbial sore thumb 
—some person had plastered the name of Mick Cardby over 
the globe with great effectiveness. 

“ I will tell you what I intend to do,” he said to the 
Inspector. 44 It is only fair to you that I should be cleared 
entirely before I make any move whatever. And I don’t 
intend to satisfy you in any manner it is possible for other 
people to follow. Things are too dangerous for any phoney 
moves. When I get back to the office I will give my diary 
to my secretary, Miss Wheeler, so that she can take it home 
with her. You can call at her house to-night, check through 
the entries, assure yourself by comparing those entries with 
the dates of the crimes you have here that it would be 
impossible for me to have had any connection with them. 
Here’s the girl’s name and address. Make sure that you are 
not followed.” 

Mick wrote down the necessary information, slid it 
the desk. 


across 
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“ That seems a very sensible move,” said Wales, slipping 
llic paper into his pocket. “ I don’t think for a moment now, 
that you are in this game, Cardby, but I can’t take any chances. 
Tell the girl that I will call about ten o’clock. And I’ll see 
that nobody tails me. What do you do now? ” 

"Just what you will do—quite a lot, and tell nobody. I’m 
off. Good-bye/’ 

The youngster was in no good humour as he left the Yard. 
Many times clever crooks had tried to pull fast ones on his 
—but they’d never stretched their arm to the extent of 
handling crime under his name. He walked along Whitehall, 
still wondering where to make a start. The whole affair 
seemed to lack a core, a starting point. In which country 
had “Mick Cardby” concentrated his headquarters? The 
essence of the matter lay in the answer to that question. But 
where was the reply to be discovered? He turned into a 
saloon bar near Trafalgar Square, ordered a beer, was staring 
absently at the other customers when his attention was 
attracted by the sight of a man just entering through the 
swing doors. For a moment Mick was puzzled, wondered why 
the newcomer should hold any special interest for him. The 
man was middle-aged, dressed like another million clerks, 
looked definitely ordinary. 

Then Cardby turned away from the man. He knew the 
answer. That man had been standing near the entrance to 
Cannon Row police station when the youngster left the Yard. 
It seemed scarcely likely that he had decided to drink in the 
same pub as Mick by sheer accident. The youngster threw 
back his drink, walked slowly out of the house, turned into 
the Strand. He was in no hurry, knew that it is always more 
difficult to “ tail ” a man unostentatiously if he dawdles. A 
few yards beyond Charing Cross railway station he stepped to 
the curb, looked both ways along the Strand as though 
ensuring that the road was clear. And the middle-aged man 
was not more than twenty yards away from him, looking at 


Cardby had heard plenty about coincidences. But he didn t 
believe in this one. It was too perfect to be healthy. The 
youngster changed his mind, decided that he did not want t e 
man to be thrown off the trail. Other, better, ideas were 
careering through Cardby’s mind. So he crossed the Strand, 
entered another public house, and made his next move w.th 
remarkable speed. He shot across to the bar, touched the 
bar-tender on the shoulder, pulled the man nearer to him. 


and whimpered quickly: 

“ Charley, there’s a man following me. 


Telephone my 
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office, tell them I want somebody here instantly to follow 
the man when he’s finished following me. Right? Take it 
easy. I’ll have a small bitter, please.” 

The barman filled the drink as the middle-aged man entered 
the bar. Cardby lit a cigarette, placed an elbow on the 
counter, settled down as though intending to make a long 
session of it. 1 he man ‘"tailing” him stood a couple of yards 
away as he ordered a draught tout. A minute later the 
bar-tender vanished through the private door. Mick began 
to feel more cheerful. Idly, he picked up a few potato crisps, 
chewed them as he tried to take a sideways glance at the 
man on his left. But the follower stood with bis back partly 
turned. Obviously, he was not anxious to show his face 

so far his manoeuvres had been 
eminently successful. The barman returned, started to polish 
glasses. 


Tell me, said Mick, “ did you do Laughing Water at 
Kenipton? ” 

Yes, sir. Thanks for the tip. And it came off all right! 
Many thanks. 

“I thought you’d be on a good thing,” said the youngster. 

Charley was no fool. That knowledge had been in Mick’s 

possession during the seven years he had known the man. So 

lor another quarter of an hour they “talked horses.” The 

youngster found the conversation a little trying to sustain 

He did not know very much about them! Still, Charley knew 

more about gambling than was good for his pocket, and he 

managed to extricate Mick each time the youngster seemed 

nAn y t ° flounde I r \ Ti ?e rniddleaged man still stared at his 

ha? tl He „ re 1 ( U T th artificial intensity. Cardby waited 
patiently. He knew that help would soon arrive. 

but he was pleased when the side door in the bar opened 

and two people entered. He did not require a second ghnee’ 

yoiin ester S H Y F °J beS ‘ , That ^discriminate looking 

employed coroutine '’jobs.^ Unfortunatel^the 0 ^labeTof 'the 
force adhered to him a little too obviously. The men did 

S E j-7 4- 

oration 1” 3 ' 

Time dragged. Cardby was in no hurry. He wanted 
orbes to have time in which to take his drink leisurely. A 

Act* i / *1 i 4 
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sudden exit by Sammy would spoil the whole show. When 
there was an inch of beer left in the bottom of Sammy’s glass 
Mick emptied his own glass, waved a hand towards Charley, 
and sauntered over to the side door. He walked along the 
short, narrow, alley to return to the Strand. Now he took 
no care to discover whether the “ tail ” was still with him. 
That was Sammy’s job. 

A couple of minutes later Mick turned into Henrietta Street, 
was in no hurry to reach the office, hoped that the mysterious 
man behind him had no instructions to “ stay ” with him, to 
park himself near the building until the youngster emerged 
again. That would certainly be awkward! 

Miss Wheeler looked up as he entered, waved towards the 
inner door. 

“ Your father said he wants to see you as soon as you 
return,” she said. 

Very well, pretty one. And I’ve got a small job for you. 
A medium-sized cove in black coat and striped trousers tailed 
me to this office. Take a look out of the window and see 
whether he is anywhere in sight.” M 

“That the man I got the telephone message about? 

“ One and the same. I want to make certain that Sammy 


picks him up.” . , , M1 

“ Knowing Sammy, I don’t imagine for a moment that he II 

lose him.” ..... „ .. 

“ Nor me,” remarked Mick. He didn’t feel very talkative, 

not even when the lady possessed that rarity intelligence 

behind a face worth regarding. . . . 

A second later he looked around, bewildered He stood in 
his father’s office. It was unoccupied. Although the furniture 
stood as it had done since they moved in, the place looked 
devastatingly bare. Mick did not wait for a second look, for 
a detailed examination. He hurried out of the office, crossed 
over to the girl. She was staring out of the window. 

“Just a moment, precious one, he said. You said 
my father wanted to see me urgently. Sure you haven t g 

the message wrong somehow? ” , „ .1 - „ 

“Quite certain. You look startled. Is there anything 

Wr ° n D,y t rr^stions at me, Angelic. I’m jus, asking W 
My father is no, in the office. That doesn't sense o 

vou does it? If he wanted me so desperately he d be hardly 
likely ,0 slip through the rear door for a quick one. _ And 
he’d come this way you’d have told me. So what. 

“He was in his office less than five minutes ago. Im su 

of that.” 
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“ Never be certain of anything in this torrid life, my child. 
Did you take a peep at that man who was tailing me? Did 
you see Sammy Forbes? ” 

“ I haven’t seen either of them. I don’t think you were 
•followed.” 

“No? Must he a brainstorm. I’m afflicted that way. Ju9t 
keep your eyes focused about the place while I take another 
look at this office.” 

Mick walked through to his father’s room, gazed around 
for a while. The youngster was more upset than he would 
have admitted. Everything was screwy, reeked of things 
wrong. It was when he passed over to the rear window that 
he glanced at the top of his father’s desk—and then he saw 
the note fastened to the blotting pad. lie was relieved. It 
wouldn’t he like his father to leave without some notice. 
His views about life in general, his own judgment in particular, 
changed as he read: 

“Take this and smile. I’ve snatched your father! Mick 
Cardby II.” 


CHAPTER FOUR 

HECTIC SEARCH 

1 here were many moments when friends and enemies declared 
that Mick Cardby had no nerves. This was not one of them. 
Maybe it was as well that he was alone in the office. The 
youngster passed a wavering hand across his dry mouth, sat 
down on the edge of the desk. He could feel things from 
his stomach rising to fill his mouth. It was nervous nausea. 
Again, he took a glance round the small office. His father 
•was the only missing part of the inventory. .Everything else 
stood as it did, and that made the “snatch” more certain, 
made it look as though his father had walked out because 
the stroke pulled on him was too competent to permit 
argument. 

Mick knew the exits only too well to require a close 
examination. The one door led through the outer office His 
father could not have passed that way without being observed 
by Miss Wheeler. The second door led to his own office, and 
from thence to the outer office again. So both those trail* 
could be counted out. The third door opened on to a passage, 
from thence to an alley running alongside the building. It 
atforded the only possible exit without providing a full view 
from Miss Wheeler’s room. 

The youngster walked over to the third door, noticed that 
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it was securely latched, took a skeleton key from his pocket, 
-lid hack the latch without touching the door handle, took a 
long look along the passage. He knew that there might be 
loads of invisible evidence that his gear might disclose, had 
no de-ire to waste time searching for them until lie had made 
a lew fa-t inquiries. So he locked the door leading to the 
alley, locked the office door leading into the passage, and 
hurried, out to speak again to Miss Wheeler. She remained 
stationary by the window. 

" Hold the fort here while I do a quick spot of work,” he 
-aid. " No person must enter my father’s office until I return. 
Just sit pretty.” 

“ I can’t understand what on earth you are talking about,” 
she said. 

" Nor me,” remarked Mick. She stared after him as he 
left the office. It was the first time she had seen the youngster 
so badly rattled, the fir«t time she had looked into his eyes 
and shivered. He seemed so different. 

Card by raced across the narrow road to the commissionaire 
on duty at the building opposite. His question was brief, 
very much to the point: 

** You know my father by sight. You have been on duty 
here during the last hour or two. Have you seen my father 
leave the building by the side entrance in the course of the 
iast ten or fifteen minutes? Be careful.” 

“ Certainly, sir” said the mail. ‘‘He left about ten minutes 
ago with two other gentlemen. I noticed it because I had 
never seen your father use that side exit before. I hope that 

nothing is wrong, sir.” . 

“We’ll forget that. Just tell me everything you can 

remember about it. and don't get the idea that details might 

bother me. I live on ’em.” ., 

” I-n’t much 1 can say. sir. There was a car waiting outside, 

and your father came out with the two gentlemen, and got 

into it. 1 hat s about all* . 

•‘Not quite. What did the men look like what make was 

the car. who was driving it. what did he look like, which way 
did they go, were they talking as they left, did y° u not, 5® 
whether^ nty fa.hc-r appeared normal did .he 'vnh h m 

seem unite ca-uul was the driver told which way to tru%ei 
before he moved away, was my father between the t^vo men 
or how did they walk?, Those arc a few questions Id like 

to find the answers to.” , . • a t 

Mick’ - --- - 

youngster’s face, said: 
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“ Blimey, mister, you’re asking for plenty. I’ll do all I 
can. The car was a big blue saloon. The driver pulled up 
here about a quarter of an hour ago. The two men got out, 
went up the alley, were not inside for more than a couple of 
minutes before they came out with your father. He walked 
between the two of ’em. Of course, I knew him well. I 
didn't notice that he looked at all worried. The men with 

him seemed to be laughing. If you hadn’t mentioned it, and 

if your father hadn’t come out of that side entrance I wouldn’t 
have taken any notice at all. I don’t know whether they 
spoke to the driver. All I know is that the men and your 
father were no sooner in the car than the driver pushed off— 
towards the west. I only had a quick glance at the men. 

I’d say they were both nearer forty than thirty, and they 

were well-dressed. One of ’em was a bit stout.” 

“ And what was my father wearing when he entered the 
car? ” 

“Just a felt hat, sir. He didn’t have a coat with him. I 
remember that.” 

“And can you give me some description of the driver, and 
the car? ” 

“ You know sir, that mostly chauffeurs look the same. He 
seemed a bit dark-skinned to me, and somewhat thin in the 
face. That’s all I can say. The car, I told you, was a big 
one, and it was blue. That’s all I know.” 

^ ou knew my father. Did he look towards you when he 
came out? ” 


“ No > s >r- He seemed to be walking along quite easily 
with the gents.” 

Thanks. Did you notice me when I came along the street 
not long ago? ” 

I did, sir. That would be three or four minutes after 
your father left.” 


“I was afraid of that. Did you notice a middle-aged man 

who walked along shortly after me? He wore a black jacket 
and striped trousers.” 

“Oh I remember him all right. I wondered what his game 

was He looked up and down the street for quite a while, 

and then went into the post office down the way. After that 

I didn t see him any more. Sorry I can’t do more.” 

Dont apologise. I’m very grateful. I think you’ve done 
very, very well.” 3 une 

Mick hastened back to his office, frightened Miss Wheeler 

by the speed of his entry. Even as he flung back the door 
he started asking: 

‘‘ What time elapsed between tbe men leaving who had the 
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appointment with my father, and the moment when I got into 
the office? ” 

“ Not more than ten minutes. If anything, it was rather 
less than that.” 

“ Quick work. While my father was with his callers were 
you at any time brought into the office to take notes or anything 
like that? ” 

“ No. I was not. I don’t suppose they were with your 
father for more than twenty minutes all told. They seemed 
very excited when they left. Just after they had gone your 
father dashed in to tell me that he wished to see you 
immediately you came into the office. He seemed very upset 
about something or other. But what it was I don t know at 

all. What is wrong? ” . T ,, . 

“Plenty! But this is one of the occasions when id rather 
stay dumb. I want you to telephone the two men who called 
here to see my father. You know their names and their 

numbers, of course? ” . . . TM1 pt 

“Certainly. 1 have both their cards here. Ill soon get 

Vl'ick'*was U iucky. He located both men at Kelway’s office. 
The youngster was in no hurry to force the pace with them. 
For minutes the ground had been crumbling beneath his feet 
and he didn’t know which was the best bet So as he spoke 
i-i i r i. i.: s way with considerable caution. 

l ° 2 U Mi k C nlk I am sorry that I was unable to 
m ec.‘ and" you“ when you ceiled a, .he office. 1. 

J "” Very’ very’Grange,” said Kelway. “ I jus. can’t understand 

n “."S c ” , |, av „ just missed meeting my father perhaps you 
rvouh! Si me the’exact manner in which .lungs were left. I 

fear I’m in the dark. told your father all we had 

••I can soon tell you that. W J wou]d |10 , take the 

to say. and lie informed u ^ad a chance 

responsibility of taking any ac i we cou ld do t j ie n 

to talk over the case with you. AIM» * e ^ us aftcr he ’d 

was to leave, and ask your a hat P we were waiting for.” 

discussed the case with you. T . • ce j Did my father 

-nr. if you’ve he might be making 

give you any idea as to tne um 

the call to you? ’ * nce you were out of the 

“That was quite impossible since you 

office.” within call lor an hour 

“ I can take it that you will remain within 

O 

•or two: 
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“ Most decidedly, Mr. Cardby. And we would like to meet 
you personally.” 

“ Maybe I’ll be able to fix that quite soon,” said Mick. It 
was as well for the peace of mind of the two men in the 
solicitor’s office that they were unable to see the youngster’s 
face at the moment when he said that! 

He replaced the receiver, took another look at the note left 
behind on his father’s desk. It told a simple story of complete 
premeditation. The card on which the words were roughly 
printed did not come from within the office and Mick had 
the idea that the brutal message was pencilled before the 
“ snatch ” took place. There was no trace of disorder about 
the room, not a vestige of evidence to show that his father 
had in any way resisted. Yet the “snatch” could only have 
been handled by men who knew the offices of Cardby and Son 
passably well, who knew that he, Mick, was out on business* 
who knew that the opposition would be almost nil. 

Cardby reached his decision suddenly, smacked his hat on 
the back of his head, hurried through the outer office, saying 
to Miss Wheeler: 

“ I am going along to the offices of that man, Kelway, who 
called here to see my father. If you receive a message from 
Sammy Forbes, or from any one else, that sounds important 
give me a ring at the solicitor’s office, and I’ll come back here. 
But unless it is of vital importance don’t give me the messuge 
ovfcr the wire. I’m not trusting people now.” 

Before the girl could reply Mick had vanished. He did not 
wait for a taxi, threaded bis way through the people without 
effort as he hurried to the West-End. Somehow, he was 
certain, the “snatch” of his father had plenty to tie up with 
that call made by the two men. He paced the floor of the 
waiting-room impatiently until he was shown in the Kelway’s 
office. 


He nodded curtly to the men, sat down, fired the immediate 
question: 

“ And now would you mind telling me what business brought 
you to our offices, what you said, and what my father had to 
say.-' Make it snappy.” 

*-, It J S , not a matter about which one could be very brief” 
said Kelway. ’ 

bare^al™ ” rCmarked MIck * “ °" d let ’ s h '« ** 


For five minutes the solicitor spoke. The youngster’s 
bewilderment grew more and more. So this was another neat 

ll\TZtnJ^ M! ' k Cardby! -” , He l0 ° ked at ,h ' car P« 

listened, staring up occasionally to glance at Mailey’s 
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suffused face. He made no attempt to interrupt, waited until 
the solicitor reached the end of his statement. Then he 
asked pointedly: 

“ Did you tell many people that you were coming along to 
our firm? ” 

“Definitely, no,” said Kelway. “We did not mention it 
to any one.” 

“ That’s odd. I suppose, Mailey, that you didn’t scream 
the news from the housetops by any chance, or did your 
mouthpiece tell you to stay dumb? ” 

“ My mouthpiece? ” Mailey spluttered. Kelway was not 
pleased. Cardby was in no humour to consider the 
effect of his words on susceptible people. So he looked 
from one to the other, and waited for the reply. He had 

to wait. . 

“I think,” said Kelway, eventually, “that your attitude 
towards clients leaves quite a lot to be desired. At least we 

can be treated as gentlemen.” 

“Surely. Why not? But somebody spilled a whole row of 
beans about your call at our offices, and I’d like to know who 


acted as loudspeaker.” 

“ The suggestion is ridiculous. The whole matter was 
'ntircly y ®* cr *^ Did my falher give you any idea as to his 

"^Very'b'ttTe. I can tell you, however, that he was intensely 
annoyed that your name should be used, and he seemed 

"“^a^^il^^^So he left it for me to decide 
what step we should take as a firm? Is that what you are 

,cl 5%.u; aW m the ? last thing that he said before we left 


hi " Without giving you any view of his own on the matter at 

a ““ Mr. Cardby," said Kelway, “why ^ 
ask these questions when you^can put the y 

get the replies more read,ly ‘ . regarded both men more 
Mirk linked lus fingers together, regar would 

closely, asked: “You knew, of course, that my 

be waiting for me to return. d meet you . 

“ Naturally. We were sorry that we couiu 

Why do you ask? ” , before I returned, 

“ I’m just curious because he left t , le( ] on ihe 

and I am wondering whether he has already started 

case without seeing me. 
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Kelway and Mailey appeared surprised. And, to Mick, 
they seemed genuine. 

“ I am beginning to think, ” he said, “that at moments 
things are-” 

He ceased speaking as the telephone bell jangled. Kelway 
raised the receiver, listened for an instant, handed the 
instrument over to Cardby. The youngster recognised Miss 
Wheeler’s voice. Her tone was not urgent: “ Would you mind 
returning to the office as soon as you can, sir? There is a 
message waiting here from one of your men. You’d better 
hear it.” 

“ Thanks. I’ll be at the office in rather less than ten 
minutes.” 

As he replaced the receiver Mick turned to the men, said 
significantly: 

“ I will be returhing shortly to have a further talk with 
you. I only hope for the sake of both of you that the story 
you’ve told me is all on the up and up. In our game wc 
dare not take chances with crossers.” 

Kelway and Ma.iley were anxious to reply. Before they 
could discover the necessarily indignant words their caller 
had gone. Cardby made the pace. Well inside the stipulated 
ten minutes he was back in his office. 

“ Well, Wonderful,” he said. “ What’s the big news from 
the distressed area—and have you seen anything of my father 
since I left?” 


“ I have not. The message came to you from Sammy Forbes. 
He wants you to meet him in twenty minutes time in the 
Golden Bow in Frith Street. He says he knows quite a lot 
that will interest you.” 

“That sounds like sweet music to me, little one. I’ll give 
you another call very soon in case there is any further news. 
So long.” 


Mick knew the Golden Bow only too well. For years most 
of his best informants in the Soho territory had quaffed their 
drinks at his expense in that pub. There were times when 
it seemed to him that the Golden Bow was one of his branch 
offices. So it did not in the least surprise him that Sammy 
- orhes had picked on the tavern as a meeting place. To both 
U was a home from home, a pub wherein they could meet 

admitting 0 it j CnCW they ' vere ^honest, and didn’t mind 

Micifw n S0 °V S he P usbe d °P en the door of the saloon bar 

well But Sam- PP F ln l bunch Hning the bar ^ knew 

a suWitut/th?my Forbes was not among those present. As 
substitute the retired policeman stood at the far end of the 

2 
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semi-circular bar like an advertisement for everything a 
private detective should not be. A few of the men fondled 
their glasses and looked at Cardby. wondering whether he 
wanted to recognise them or not. A few of the women took 
a deep breath as they glanced towards him, pitied themselves 
for the mess the Soho cesspool had thrown them into when 
there were decent men about places. They smiled as far as 
they were able to smile. You can’t plaster one face on top 
of another for years and expect the original to come back at 
a moment’s notice. Mick looked them over—con. men, 
stick-ups, “ blacks,” hoisters, petermen, slang droppers and 
the rest of the criminal hierachy. He knew them all. And 
they knew him. So the smiles being thrown were more casual 
than genuine. Cardby raised a hand here and there as he 
worked his way across the crowded floor to the side of the 
retired policeman. 

•* S„ what’s the big news? ” he asked before he called to 
the barman: “I’d like a bitter, Joe. and don’t keep me waiting 

for too long. I'm thirsty.” , 

•‘Sammy wants you to follow me out of here, said the 
ex-flatty. “ Tell me when you’re ready, and we 11 make a 

start. I’ve been here a while.” . 

“ Take it easy. I’ll order an evening paper, hive minutes 


OI The former policeman strolled out. Cardby bought an 
evening paper, stood staring over the top of the sheet at th 
men i ? n the bar. They seemed safe enough He knew most 
of them. Eventually he ambled outside, found his man waiting 
at the corner. He did not remain with him for many seconds 
“ Sammy is waiting for you outside the little tobacconist. 
on the "Jh. hand side of Broad Street as you go towards 
Wardour Street. That's all. ^ , 

They parted ^“^^^dinSuntend to take the 
through the mesh of streets, ne a u fiance 

direct route. Occasional y he pairscd to 1 ^ nQ .? tail » 

behind him. So far as he could judge tl ent As he 

on his heels. He found Sammy P acin 8 d ds him. Mick 
sighted the youngster he started tof e of cafes, 
immediately turned into a passage between a coup 

Sammy followed him. along.” he said. 

•• I daren’t make a move uut1 you cam* aUmB^ 

“ I tailed that man from the time he J , office, 

over to the post office as soonasyoud entered £ ^ ^ 

and made a telephone call. - might make 

of a check on the call. I Had an m 

an inquiry about it yourself since you pull more we.g 
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I do. Then, when he left the post office, he took a taxi to 
the corner of Shaftesbury Avenue and Wardour Street. I 
could see from the way he kept staring round that he was 
nervous. I had to play my cards pretty neatly. 

“ Then the bloke turned into this street here. He walked 
into a scruffy hotel fifty yards along the street. It is called 
Cosser’s Hotel. Since then he has not left the place. I’ve 
tabbed it ever since he walked in. So I told the other lad 
to collect you in a quiet sort of way, and bring you 
along. That’s about all I can tell you. So what we 
do know? ” 

“I know Cosser’s Hotel,” said Mick, “and it's a tough 
joint, all right. I fancy the manager there knows me a bit 
too well. I’m going to have a few rapid words with the man 
you’ve been tailing. Hang around, Sammy.” 

“Going to show your hand so soon, Mick? That isn’t like 
you at all.” 

“Listen, Sammy. My father has been snatched! And that 
bloke you were following must know plenty about it. If I 
have to tear his guts out I’ll pull the information from him. 
Keep your eyes on the hotel entrance.” 

“My God! ” exclaimed Sammy Forbes as he blanched. No 
more was said. Mick wasted no time, took the three steps 
leading into the hotel with one stride, marched along the hall 
to the small office at the far end. A bald headed man looked 
up from a racing paper, took one glance at Cardby, and 
smiled in a sickly manner. He rose to his feet, walked into 
the hall. 

Hallo, said Mick. “ About three-quarters of an hour ago 
a man came into this hotel. This is him: About forty-five, 
five feet eight, somewhat stout, florid face, grey eyes, spreading 
nose, bowler hat, black coat and vest, striped trousers, paper 
under arm. I want him. Which room is he in? ” 

, * C ?P' 1 f° r the m °ment place the man you’re talking 
about, Mr. Cardby.” 

“To hell with that for a tale! Give me the passkey to 
Ins room—now! ” 


think he is in 17,” said the man weakly. He handed 

na^w,ivf y ' ^ Iick said nothin e further, strode up the 

Stair , S ’ gaz,n 8 at the numbers on the bedroom 
doo's, a, h e passed. He found 17 tucked away in a corner on 

r Mi , ck “ied «■“ do-. I, las not locked 

noMnnd r hC kn ° b V I ’ ushed bnck ll,e d ““ r - There was 
no sound of movement He peered round the opening. 

the man he sought tins chair with his back to the door 
The luck, thought Cardby. was running with him. The 
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youngster advanced on tiptoe, stretched out a hand, gripped 
the man's shoulder, gave him a push. 

The man slumped down off the chair, fell with a crash on 
the floor. His body twisted as he fell so that he landed on 
his back. Cardby gasped. 

There was purple hole between the man's eyes! He was 
a> dead as any man can ever be! 


CHAPTER FIVE 


MORE SURPRISES 


Mick drew back from the corpse, took a hurried look rouno 
the squalid room. The battered Victorian furniture, the dusty 
fittings, the view from the window showing a grim wall these 
things told nothing. Cardby bent down and gripped the 
man's wrist. It was not cold. The youngster was no medical 
man. but he had seen many corpses. He knew that his 
quarry had been alive half an hour before, probably less than 
that He straightened up, walked out of the room, closed the 
door behind him. and descended to the hall. The man in the 
office looked up and shivered. There was gnm, hard expression 

fire that wasn’t likely to please any one. 

° n - Ten mt- all%l can about that man in number 17 and 

m fhh n"7 P not a request, merely an imperative demand 
The man loosened his collar, coughed nervously, moved out of 

'7. Nothing" “r'ongblhopo, Mr, Cardby,” he said. 

o lZ Tel U T\ You'l3»e *c fust time. Wha, d'you 

k "‘WefsL yoTknow what sort of au hotel this is. don't you? ” 

“,° nly ,0 °o,"iT an I, ’.L?'«'Tou e sy 0 "'n si!, and' a home fr'om 
homT’for ageing prostitute. But. .ha, doesn't stop you 

Bering my ,»esUom and I'mwajtmg. ^ , he Wk 

- What I mean ts-well 1 a ay start asking 

who come here. In kt 5 a room if I wanted informa,ton from 

the people who come here. man in 17 j sn ’ t the 

“ Quit stalling. In the• « rst ^ br „„ s ln him here? When 
type to use this flump at all. What i U g ga gc did 

did he come? What name di ® ® Conte on, open up. 
he bring? Did lie sign.any register. 
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“ lie came yesterday afternoon, Mr. Cardby. He hadn’t got 
any luggage so I made him pay me ten hoh in advance. He 
said he might stay for two or three days. This morning lie said 
he’d let me know later in the day if he was slaying on to-night. 
I told him I’d want to know before four this afternoon. He 
said he'd see to that all right. Why? What’s wrong with him? ” 

“ Plenty. Let’s have some more news first, and don’t try 
taking me up the garden or you'll find yourself in more trouble 
than you ever thought existed. What brought the man here? 
How did he come to know the place? I don’t think a stranger 
like this man would drop on it by accident? ” 

“ He told me that a friend of his had advised him to stay 
here, sir.” 

Cardby’s eyes grew somewhat brighter. He fired the question 
suddenly: 

“ I want the name of that friend who told him to park in 
this dump.” 

“ Mister, I can't cam my living by telling tales out of school.” 

“You'll be lucky to have any life left to you if you don’t 
talk.” 


“ All right.” The man sighed heavily, resignedly. “ He 
said a bloke named Reg Macey had told him that it was a 
good spot. I don’t know him at all.” 

"You’re a liar! ’ Mick grabbed the man’s arm and shook 
him. “ I’ll push your face through to the back of your head 
if you try to pull anything like that on me again. Reg Macey 
is one of the strong arm boys from Newman Street. He has 
got a girl friend who pads the pavements between Charing 
Cross Road and Regent Street. And that girl, my unfortunate 
liar, uses the Cosser Hotel as her regular port of call! Don’t 
try that stuff or things are going to happen that you won’t 
remember. Now come clean.” 

“ Have y°u keen copping sets on this place? ” asked the 
man, paling. 


I know more about it than is good for you. Listen carefully 

Ln n °Vl y ? U d ° nt lik . c P e °Pi e ^ng here unless you 
kno^v that they re not straight. You wouldn’t know what a 

paradox is,^ but tins is one. You don’t have people .here 

Z]?a L‘ e l re Slraight hy bcing crooke ^ That means that 
youd check on any person staying here if you had a chance 

So when tins man mentioned Reg Macey you’d immediately 
know that you had the check in your hand, in your own hotel* 
^ou d go to Macey’s light o’ love and ask her what she knew 
about your visitor. Very well. What’d she say? ” 

at aR-Jr’^ 01 WT ° ng ' 1 Sp ° ke to the girI about kirn 
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“ VVo’ll leave it for a minute—but I haven’t finished with 
that end of the story. What name did this man give to you 
when he signed—if he did.” 

“ Here’s the register. He signed it all right. Take a look 
for yourself.” 

Mick did. The name “ P. Stoner. Highgate,” was scrawled 
illiterately. The youngster scrutinised the signature before he 
remarked: 

“Naturally, you knew instantly that this signature was 

phoney? ” , . 

“ I can’t question everybody who comes here. 1 d lose my 

tr3 “ YouMl St do that in any case very shortly. You must have 
spoken to either Macey or his tart about this man. What 

(1, “ Across ^ny 1 heart I never mentioned him to either of them. 

I just took his word for it when he mentioned the name. 1 

you^Hc/l How many people have you staying here 

01 The nTaTshruggcd his shoulders helplessly, and sighed again. 
“ How on earth can I tell you that, Mr. Cardby? \ou know 

re f. U D?d 5ST— know an, of .he people staying in .he 

h °“ lie "might have done. I didn't follow him all round the 

l,U . i . 1 td ”yo„ notice whether he spoke to any one in this 

hotel? ” i. ■ t A „n mv time in the office here.” 

“ I can't say I did. I spend all1 my ( - " tne arrival 

“Did he have any callers at all from tne 

Nobody "nsked for him if that is what you mean. I can't 

e0 “You er can. Don', ge, evasive, laddie. Did he have any 

callcrS? U , Imd callers 1 wouldn’t be likely to notice 

“ He might have had <*««•■• ^ and going d the 

’em in a place where With the women who use 

place is mostly full of strangers eyes open 

Ibis place how on earth do you think VjV 
for callers? It’d need ten men to do that. 
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“I’ll agree that there’s some sense in that. Is Macey’s girl 
here now? ” 

“ That I can’t tell you. I know that she was here last night, 
but whether she’s left her room or not I don’t know. I should 
expect that she has.” 

“ So would I. Did Reg Macey come round here at all last 
night? ” 

“ Not as far as I know. If he’d gone straight up to his 
girl’s room I wouldn’t have known that he was here, would I? 
Be reasonable, mister.” 

“ I am being reasonable, but you’re not helping matters by 
squirming away from every question I ask you. Did it ever 
occur to you that this man Stoner might easily be a split, or 
hadn’t you thought of that? ” 

“ I know the splits a mile away, mister. That’s part of 
my job. You could see he was no tcc the second you set 
eyes on him.” 

“ Maybe. Wait here for a minute. I’ve got a man parked 
outside. Don’t try pulling anything fa6t while I go to the door, 
and keep away from that blower. I’ll be back in a few 
seconds so watch your step, laddie.” 

Mick hastened to the front door, waved an arm to Sammy 
Forbes. As soon as the man stood by his side Mick whispered 
rapidly: 

“ Sammy, that bloke you were tailing has been murdered— 
shot through the brain! You’ll have to pass on the info, to 
the D.D.I. at the section police station. If I am here when 
they arrive they’ll be asking a lot of questions that I don’t 
want to answer. So I’m going to fade out of the' party for 
the time being and leave you to carry the can back for me. 
I want you to keep a close eye on the manager here, he 
knows a helluva lot more than he’ll spill, and when the police 
have finished with him I’m coming back to collect him. Play 
your cards with all the brain you have.” 

“? u * V, 11 have to tel1 lhem ’ Mick ’ ,hat you found the stiff. 

on t X • 


Surely. But don t say any more than you’re forced to 
spiH. Just say that I have had to push off on a job, and I 
will get m touch with them as soon as I am through. And 
keep a close eye on that manager here.” 

«nv.S ^ C » Wi11 y0U bc ~ in Case 1 want y° u urgently for 


^? earC1 T G I J 1,aven ’t the slightest idea. I’m going to 

man "r” % d ° g a ? d 1 don>t kn ° W where 1 can find the 

.Tat alM’n I ° ffiCC 3 tmg CVe ? fe ? minutes ’ a "d « I want 
you at all 111 leave a message there. 
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“ I don’t seo how I can stall for long when the boys anive 
hero.” 

“ You can always try, Sammy, and leave me to take 
the toll-off when L come back. Don’t let the cops take you 
away from here if you can help it.” 

Sammy Forbes did not look at all happy about the 
consignment. But he could argue no further. His boss had 
loft him standing on the pavement. Mick s brain was working 
overtime as he moved along the street. He was striving to 
recall the places in which he had seen Reg Macey. It was 
not an easy task for one who carried a thousand faces in his 
memory. So he dived into the four ale bar of a small pub in 
Newman Street. The barman greeted him with an affectionate 
smile. It passed rapidly from his face when he realised that 

Cardby was not paying any friendly call. 

“ I want you to lend me a helping hand, Billy, said the 
youngster. “There is a bloke hovering around this district I 
want'to find, and I can’t exactly remember the pubs oi' cljibs in 
which he hangs out. He is a tough bird, one of the real lads, 
and the name is Reg Macey. So what do we say. 

“Nothing.” said the barman emphatically. 1 know you 

swa 1 is ^ 

sr-rar- 

d,m Bot “daren't star, getting into trouble, mister. My job 

Yof'can lose worse things than jobs. Billy. Use your 
intelligence lad” „ y don - t know that man as 

r. KS'k a E‘3 

men in Soho turn yellow, an ace gang was 

inning"/. ^'7 b^E-Td 

^ “ £ boy“ n you' , know Hound 

quite a while yet. Ask any o‘ the boys you, ^ They . d 

Soho how they’d like to have M y ' bloI[e S alon e, mister. I 

faint at the prospect! Leave But you ain’t met 

know that you are as, tough as they come. 

men like Reg Macey. hysterical monologue, 

“ No? AH «f this may please you m i an hy- me the 

hut it doesn’t cut very much ice withi me. re5t to 

tip "here I can find Macey \.^ £ nd was whispering in my 
me. He’ll never know what little Dira wa 
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ear. What dump does he use? I want to find him now.” 

The barman wiped some sweat from his forehead, looked 
anxiously round the small room. It was empty. Cardhy 
waited with some impatience. 

“ I’ll leave somebody else to take the risk, Mr. Cardhy. All 
I am going to tell you is this: the tall, thin, man behind 
the saloon bar at Curry’s place along the road knows much 
more about Macey than I do.” 

“ All right, Nervous. A nod is as good as a wink. I’m 
sorry that you won’t come through with the info. I'll have a 
word with the other lad. And if he won’t tell me what I 
want to know I'll he heading back here—pronto! So I hope 
for your sake that the lad will talk. If he doesn’t you might 
find out that Macey is not the only bird it is bad to pull a 
cross on.” 


The barman sighed deeply as Mick hurried out of the bar. 
For-the next five minutes he polished glasses with inordinate 
vigour. 1 hat’s one way of relieving nervous pressure. And 
he couldn’t think of any other. 

Mick knew Curry’s pub. It was like plenty more in Soho, 
just a place in which half the customers didn’t know how 
the other half lived—and dare not inquire. There was a fair 
crowd in the saloon bar. Two people served. One was a 
middle-aged man with prominent teeth, and a bald head. The 
other barman was young, tall and wiry. Mick pushed out 
the money Jor a beer, planted a foot on the brass rail, lodged 
an elbow on the counter. A few of the men in the bar gave 
the youngster a casual glance, the tall man behind the bar 
senecl the drink, and seemed to lose interest in the new 
customer. Cardhy was wondering how to make the opening 
ambit. He decided that any evasive move would be fatal. So 
he launched a frontal attack. 

“ Has Reg Macey been in this morning? ” he asked “ I 
want a word with him.” 


T?° °r. three . " lc . n standing nearby ceased speaking. A 
sudden silence fell in the bar. The tall man continued to 

wipe a glass as he stared fixed at Cardhy. The .youngster 
smiled, raised Ins voice as he asked: 

‘‘What’n hell is wrong? I mention a friend of mine and 
get roars of silence. What’s he been doing to give you a 
an attack of the jitters? ” * you a11 

barman 1 ! me y ° U ’ re " ,riend of his? ” the tall 


unpopular? ,,am ' Why? Is ,hat fact enou sb to make mo 


Listen, stranger,” said the bartender, and he lowered his 
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voice. ” If you were a friend of Macey’s you wouldn’t be 
blowing the trumpet about the fact in an open bar. So what’s 

the big idea behind your mind? 

“Don’t be too clever,” remarked Mick. “ I know my way 
around. You and your customers here don't interest me. I 

just wanna talk to Macey. , . 

“Then you’d better get out of this bar while the going is 
cood for you. I don’t want any riots in here and one 11 start 
for certain if Reg comes in and finds that you ve been 
bellowing his name around either here or anywhere else. II 
he’s a friend of yours it should be easy to find him. 

'“Sure. That’s why I came into this bar. I knew he us 

A»d ’i think you know plenty that .night be very unhealthy 

'“■•tTrCl I’d like to know wha, gave you your guilty 

• Mavbe Reg wouldn’t be too pleased if I told him 

conscience. lYlayue rvet, j .,«• though lie was 

wantetTby 8 the* police 6 and” might he hiding ou, in some place. 

Ma The y bald-headed 6 man'drew neareTto Cardby. said with t,uie, 
menace: . , AU „ rf L the entrance, mister. 1 

d ;;.fr„, y x ..d w ^ ^ 

S; intention Z 'transparently obvious. Mick looked a, 

them, took each by tbe elhow- „ he said . .., can 

“ Go back to your drtnks, my whcn j sec r>c? , j] 

leave this odd spot f a nd him into the middle of 

•ell him what you btok» d d to stor , puUing rough stud 

v 

“ Better start moving, saiu uw 
"" fhatM realise, so I’m being 

SS y rdlike 

r my B <^- iftJkLg my hear,, cover,ug me 
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the handle when the door caine in towards him. He stood 
to one side. It took plenty to give Cardby a mental jolt. But 
he certainly took one as he glanced at the newcomer. Still, 
no flicker of recognition passed between them. 

All the same, the new customer was Inspector Wales, 
Special Branch ace. and Mick had some cause to feel 
astonished! 

He made no attempt to take a second glance, walked through 
the door as Wales held it back for him. The Special Branch 
man was old in the head, well versed in the ways of trouble, 
and he could scent unpleasant atmosphere as readily as most 
men can recognise a meal. So he ordered a drink, settled 
down in a chair at the far end of the bar, took an evening 
paper from his pocket, and ignored the customers as he read. 

Mick walked along to the nearest telephone kiosk, dialled 
his office number, asked his secretary whether any news had 
drifted her way. The girl’s reply gave the youngster his second 
jolt in rapid succession. 

“ The only message I’ve got for you is u very curious one,” 
said Miss Wheeler. “A man was on the line about a quarter 
of an hour ago. He said that he would not give his name, 
but that he would ring later in the day as he wanted to have 
a word with you about your father.” 

“Eh?” Mick almost dropped the receiver, asked: “And 
have you no idea whatever about the origin of that call? It 
is of vital importance.” 

“ 1 can’t tell you anything further than that—except that 
so far as I know 1 have never heard the man’s voice before. 

• And you know that my memory for voices over the telephone 
is pretty good.” 

“Was it a local call, trunk call, or what? Please help me 
if you can.” 

“ I can tell you that it came through an ordinary call box.” 

“ And he did not say at what time he would give me another 
ring? ” 

“ 1 have tol( l you everything the .man had to say He 

was abrupt.” 7 

“Very well. If he telephones again will you kindly tell 
him that I am most anxious to have a conversation with him 

and that barring any accidents I will be in the office between 
three o’clock and five? ” 


I certaiMy will. Is there anything else that I can do’” 
Yes, do your damndest to trace the call next time he 

Tlianks^miss ” inG * ^ 1 C ° Ul<1 ^ that ^ fed mUch ha PP ier - 


The girl knew that he was very upset. He hadn’t called 
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her “darling!” Cardby’s thoughts were in something of a 
whirl as he left the kiosk. He had so many things to do, 
did not know in which order to take them. Still he decided, 
his move should again head him towards Reg Marev. That 
man probably held more strings than any one he knew. So 
Sammy Forbes, and the police investigating the murder, and 
the mystery of the corpse, could wait for a while. He 
quickened liis pace, covered ground quickly as he returned 
to Bill’s bar. And it did not upset him that the man emitted 
a groan as the youngster entered. Cardby made no attempt 

to finesse, said: . .... , , 

“Bill, this game has got beyond the point when Ill stand 

for any sort of a stall. I want to know just where I m most 

likely to find Reg Macey, and I’m not going to wa.t von 

‘Tho^n^he knuckles showing white under the skin 
... the first on the bar were clenched. And the cNprcMion o„ 
th c grim face was of no assistance to lum He sluv. rc 1 a 
little looked at the other three men m the bar. The> "trt 
c) f car-dwt. His lips parted dryly a* be said: 

“ Mister, if 1 talked it’d be like signing my own death 

"'“Mavbe That’s about what it’ll come to if you don’t talk.” 
»«?. yMcr! 1 win. you ,o boar in m.nd Iba. .» m 

j'’ 1 ’ 1; " , M ,. lkin , He looked over Cardby’s shoulder 

rJ ; ,llC C "Ko tune ‘or. of a » S n.l, handed out a 
'tattied Ha Cirdhy whipped round in time to 

definite warning. /ln-tan > ^ u , takc one quick 

find the door closing. H T i with three quick stride®. 

E l«r .. Ibe .lepamng figure 'J* £££. 

lie reached the door. 1 . • <= . I her! And 

He knew Uc= Macey. g.rl ^^im .he'd taken very 
, ,„. s hi, eye, had !>a-/J a „j h ad faded out into the 
adequate notice «»* 15111 , 

'treet. Things looked belter now. 


CHAPTER SIX 

ANXIOUS MOMENTS 

r.n: pin T certainly 2fc*C X ;'»« 

already vunMiing into the J a passing taxi. 

I,, readied the pavement, bhe ua cb 


45 


INVITATION TO THE CRAVE 


Unfortunately for her, Cardby reached her side as she was 
opening the door. Mick had m> intention of creating a scene, 
merely said: 

“Two minds with hut a single thought! What a happy 
coincidence! Where shall we go for this pleasant little ride? 
Any particular ideas, miss? ” 

“I know you and I want nothing at all to do with you,” 
said the girl, Almost spitting the words from her mouth. 
Cardby took her gently by the arm, propelled her forward 
into the taxi, gave an order easily: 

“Drive to Marylebone High Street, please. I want the north 
end.” 

The girl flung his arm away, tried to make a dive for the 
oilier door. She was unsuccessful. The youngster cased her 
down to the seat. The taxi moved away in the mass of traffic. 
Then the pointed toe of her shoe crashed against his shin, 
and she clawed for his face. Cardby held her wrists. She 
spat at him, struggled to evade his grasp. 

“You’re not doing yourself a bit of good, little tine.” he 
said. "Take it like a perfect lady, .and you’ll find that things 
won’t be too bad. There are a few questions I want to ask 
you, and I’m going to get the replies if I have to drive you 
from here to Scotland and hack. So just reconcile yourself 
to that fact. Decause I am not sprucing. You should know 
that.” 


“Let me get out! I hate you, you pig! Stop this cab! 
I’m getting out.” 

All in good time, sister. You’ll get out when I’ve learnt 
what I want to know. I wouldn’t advise you to scream. Girls 
in your line of business are apt to be misunderstood when 
they start creating scenes.” 

‘I’ve done nothing. What do you want? Where are you 
taking me? ” 

“ I’m taking you to a place where you can take a quiet 
drink, and tell me what I want to know. Listen to me for a 
second, Wonderful, and then work out for yourself whether 
you re going to scream and create. You knew me even though 
you only saw the back of me in that pub. And I certainly 
know you. I can explain how we come to know each other 

forgcr y F e ollo h w? ” eaS ° n “ ° ne lhli ' i, ' J SUlt y ° U bcUcr 


you Cardby ” W * S ^ * m not goins to ta,k lo >’ ou - 1 bate 

f “That I can well understand. Well, do you want to have 
that quiet drink with me. or would you rather I took you to 
' lnc Street police station? ” 
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“ Eh? ” The girl threw back her head. She was startled. 
“ What d'you mean? ” 

“ Listen, Innocent. You were with a man not long ago in 
a Jermyn Street flat. You didn’t know his name. I did. 
Another man walked into the party. That was Reg Macey, 
your boy friend. He pulled the oldest stroke out of the bag, 
became the indignant husband, didn't know whether to cite 
the man as co-respondent and claim damages, p whether to beat 
him up. whether to inform the man’s wife—or what have you. 
That fall guy had to cough up a hundred quid to get himself 
out of the mess. You had twenty of that dough, and Macey 
grabbed the balance. It was the old badger game. 

“ Right. What you didn’t know was that the man you’d 
stung for the hundred came along to our firm, wanted me to 
do something about getting his money from you. After hearing 
his story I told him that the case did not interest us, that he 
had acted like a complete damned fool, and shouldn’t moan 
about paying the price for stupidity. So he faded out of the 
office. Still, he had given me all the details, and I like to 
know just what’s happening around your part of London. So 
l made a private investigation for my own private satisfaction. 
That’s how I come to know the whole story. And while I was 
unearthing the facts about you and Macey I came across 
another half dozen cases in which you had pulled the same 
stroke Now do you realise what I could tell the boys at Vine 
Street if I took you along to them. You know the price you d 
have to pay for staying dumb. Just think it over for a 

moment, Angel.” m , . f 

‘‘And do you realise what Reg Macey would do to you it 

y °Mick suddenly developed another idea, an idea that # se ^” c ‘ d 
to him so bright, so full of possibilities that he decided to 
change his play entirely. So for a couple of minutes he stored 
at the girl and the lines across his forehead, deepened, his 

know what you meam Macey is as tough as they corue, 
and I’ve got an idea that he’d be sitting on my doorstep. Sure 
I "realise all that. I want to do something for a moment. Just 

leave me to it, sister. contented smile. 

The girl twisted her carmined ups when 

She knew which way to draw the trumps from the pack wh 

the going wasn’t good. „ rem arked Cardby, 

a„2« h st S “S .35 iVt 

to** be 'crow’ifeTby'yonr 'boyfriend* if , mtdfe you talk, or if I 
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hand you over to the splits. So the only thing sensible to do 
is to clear up the whole business with Macey. That will let 
both of us out of the party, and will give him a chance to 
decide for himself which way he intends to jump. At any 
rate, he could not say that I had pulled a stroke behind his 
back, and he couldn’t blame you for spilling the beans without 
seeing him first. Looked at all the way round that seems the 
best scheme for both of us.” 

The girl stared at him with narrowed eyes. She was no 
babe in arms. Mick lit a cigarette, bent back farther into the 
taxi, made no attempt te» force the pace. You daren’t play 
your hand too far with this kid. 

“ Buf he’ll knock hell out of you if you tell him that tale,” 
she said. “ You might as well sign your death warrant as try 
anything like that, You don’t know Macey as well as I do, 
Cardby. And I know that he’s been aching to take a poke 
at you ever since he first heard of you. I have taken chances 
all my short life, but I don’t intend to get mixed up with any 
killing. And that’s what your bright idea would end in.” 

“Little lady, who’d be taking that chance—you or me? 
Surely, if I am prepared to chance my arm when I meet 
Macey, and you can’t come to any harm, that should mean 
nothing in your small life—except that it gets you out of the 
tangle that you’re in if you refuse the offer.” 

“I don’t trust you, Cardby. I’ve heard plenty about you. 
Maybe it is your job to know stuff about people along my 
pavement. But don’t you think that we know just as much 
about you, that it is as mticli our job as it is yours? 1 tell 
you now, I’m not going to get entangled with anything that 
looks like a murder rap. There’s a long jump and a far cry 
lrom playing the badger game to staring at the long drop.” 

r orget your troubles, lady. I can’t see how or why any 
murder should happen. After all, you don’t know yet what 
questions I would have to ask Macey. Yoil don’t even know 
whether he would object to answering them.” 

- y‘ ,C e ' r l lauehcd '., nas i ily : " nd JV'Hed out 'a cigarette case. 

You make me smile, Cardby. He might not object! Tell 
me another one! 


The taxi stopped. Mick touched the girl’s shoulder said 
earnestly: ’ 

f U JS iaVe y ° U f own way ’ sister * rm giving you the choice 
ef three things here and now—either you talk plenty, you go 

to Vine Street, or you take me along to your boy friend so that 
we can settle things.” 

«r Y Xu U S6 ! tle thingS al1 ri 6 ht! ” exclaimed the girl 
Cardby, you ve arranged your own funeral march so don’t 


.r 



48 


INVITATION TO THE GRAVE 


blame me when they bury you—if they ever find you. I’m 
not talking to you off my own bat, and I don’t want to see 
the inside of Vine Street. So give me a few minutes in which 
to think things over, and I'll take you along to meet Macey.” 

“ In that case we’ll go and have a drink,” said Cardby. 

“ From what you have told me it sounds as though it will 
be my last so we may as well make a job of it. I take it that 
you’re not altogether a teetotaller? ” 

"If I am it’s something I’ve never noticed. Don’t start 
getting any ambitions, Cardby. I might change my mind about 
everything before long.” 

The youngster poked his head round the open window, gave 
instructions. A minute later they walked into the saloon bar 
of a nearby pub. Cardby had purposely picked one in which 
lie was not too well known. 

“ And what do you want to drink? ” he asked. Like 
something weak? ” 

“Weak? I’m not the one they found among the buljrushes. 
Large Scotch.” 

While he stood against the bar ordering the drinks he kept 
a close eye on the girl. He did not intend that she should 
sidle away to talk to Reg Macey over the wire. The girl took 

her drink in the manner born. . . 9 ,, 

"Made up your mind just what were going to do. 


inquHcd^i Cardby. ^ lea ve the play in Macey’s hands. 

All I’m really wondering about at the moment is where 1 can 

find him. He gets around.” ' „ . .. , 

“In his line of business, remarked Cardby. sarcastically, 
“ it never pays to remain in the one spot for too long. Best 
i • ♦ i • tn * rv t W Q or three of the most likely place** 

tlung o co Where would you suggest making a start. 

A n „ d y pSe wmti. I Bull Jound, are all the same when 
you get used to thfem. I'm a considerate corpse lady. ^ 
“ I’m beginning to wonder whether you a . f a 

suspiciously. Mick looked scriaus ags«£■ * dJ** tally 

moment be had overplay'd i ,s • . j j e hi n d the bar 

with his first show of nervousness. The gi^en^man had 
watched the pair close y "^nd M , f rien d was not the 
managed to collect Cardin. Keg m ^ 0 , )SCrver . The 

type to pass muster be'’ t n te d hat, mascara ladened 

tightly fitting costume, tinted ’ ,• con fident manner 

^such details'spoke for*themselves. And Cardby just d.dn t 
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but I don’t think that he’d be there at this time of the day. 
He’ll be wandering.” 

“ Anything you say goes with me. By the way, what is 
your full label? ” 

“ Depends on who is with me. I change it at times—or 
forget it. You can call me May because I haven’t used that 
name lately, and it might be a refreshing change. Drink up, 
and I’ll lead you into your trouble.” 

“ All right, Miss May. I’ll give the address to the cabman. 
Ready? ” 

‘‘Yes, and I’ll give the address to the driver. It comes to 
the same thing, hut I have curious ideas about things—that’s 
one of them. Remember, Cardby, that if trouble starts I'm 
doing a fast drift, and you’ll have to look after yourself. 
I’m no guardian angel—particularly when Reg Macey gets 
ideas about disliking people into his head. Once he decided 
that he didn’t like me. I’ve risked nothing since then.” 

The taxi ran down Cleveland Street, swung right handed 
into Clipstone Street. Cardby knew the district only too well. 
They were silent as they moved along. As the cab stopped 
the girl turned to the youngster, said: “I reckon it would 
be safer, and better, for me to go in alone.” 

“And I don’t!” sfiid Mick. “I’d hate to see you getting 
hurt just because I didn’t happen to be there. We will go 
along together, my May. 

She hesitated, her hand on the handle of the cab door. Then 
she said: “You’re in a hurry for the funeral, aren’t you? 
Come along, victim.” 

May opened the front door of the narrow, gloomy, dirty, 
five storied building, started to mount the stairs with the 
confidence of one entering their own home. Cardby was 
remembering such facts as he climbed after her. On the 
second landing they met a man hurrying along the passage. 
He stopped, stared, pulled his cap more over his right eye, said: 

“ What’n hell d’you want here, and who is the bloke you’ve 

got? ” v 

There was a snarl in the voice, and the man hunched his 
shoulders, drew nearer to Cardby to scrutinise the youngster, 
closely, insolently. 

“ I want to see Reg,” said the girl, “ and I don’t want lip 
from you. r 

“ Blimey, you know you’re not allowed to bring any of your 
lads here.” 

This, Pete, is not one of my lads. Have you seen Rcc 
around lately? ” 

He went out best part of a couple of hours ago, and 
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hasn't come hack. At any rate. I haven’t seen him since. 
What d’you want him for? ’ 

“ Keep your trap closed. I didn’t think Reg took on blokes 
who don’t know when to stay dumb. Any idea where I can 
find him? lt‘s important.” 

“ 1 bet it is! God help you when you find Reg if it isn’t. 
1 can’t tell you where he is. I ain’t his keeper, and Reg 
never was a talker. But he ain’t here. That you can take 
from me for gospel. So you'd better get.” 

“ 1 can do that without any suggestion from a scab like 
you.” 

The girl twisted on her heels, waved towards the stairs. 
The set-up was beginning to bewilder Cardby. The girl had 
treated the man as though he was dirt, as though she could 
fix him any hour of any day. Yet from the man s manner 
and appearance he didn't look the type to be led on a halter, 
or ordered about by any woman. Things were not what they 

seemed. , , .... . , 

Nothing was said until they reached the taxi. 1 he girl 
whispered to the jehu, told him to stop the cab at the corner 
of Greek Street and Soho Square. Mick lit a cigarette, offered 

one to the girl. She refused. . . „ . , 

“Was that one of Macey s rough house assistants. asked 


“ Think I’m here as a general information bureau? snapped 
the girl. “ I just think lie’s a prize punk with a head too big 

f ° “ Fo r the first time, May, I’d be very inclined to agree with 

y °When the taxi stopped the girl said curtly: “ Pay Mm off.” 

well and hates the guts of men like y • Don’t' try 

a downstairs dive that Macey s^ome^ ^ w ho’d crown 
anything clever. 1 he place 1 X don ’ t like callers 

anybody for a couple of drink., and y trouble , u 

they don't stand on ceremony, it tnere 

have to elbow your own way oul (> ^ ^ before, my sweet 

“ I’ve l>een known to do t g before the curtain goes 

May. Are you trying Jo scare me .tit 

up for the first act? ” 
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“ I wouldn’t waste my time. Still, I don’t like seeing young 
Tads taken out for one way rides. And I imagine you’re just 
another of them.” 

As they walked slowly along the crowded pavement one man 
in every three passing them nodded towards the girl. One 
man in every ten took a quick glance at Cardby, and handed 
out a gentle wink. They, of course, were “ splits ” on the 
prowl. The girl grew more nervous as they cut through 
towards Dean Street. It seemed to Cardby that she was 
growing paler under her mask of colouring. Her steps started 
to dawdle. She said: 

“ I reckon you’d better let me take a look inside this dump 
before we make a move. If we make any sort of mistake 
there’ll be hell popping in the dive. Take it from me, Cardby, 
they don’t like strangers down there—particularly your sort. 
And there are plenty of tough blokes using that place who 
are on the lam. You know what they’d think when they first 
lamped on you, and realised you were not one of the 
boys.” 

“I know, my gentle May. I wouldn’t be at all popular. 
But since I’ve never been a good mixer I’ll take my chance, 
and give you an escort.” 

“ I reckon that if some cove waved a red flag in front of 
you it’d mean that you’d expect him to be collecting for gome 
charity.” 

“ Or that he’d invented a new way of playing an 
old-fashioned stick-up. It isn’t the first time I’ve trodden my 
way along these sinful streets.” 

“No. But it’ll he the last! That’s the way I’m working 
things out. Well, here we are. So you’d better take a deep 
breath. You may not get many more.” 

She paused outside an Italian cafe. The place looked 
innocuous. But so did they all. Lace curtains on the 'window, 
and a plant in the centre, can never be taken as a sure sign 
that all is well within the walls. She passed along to the 
small area at the side of the cafe. The gate was open. They 
descended a dozen stone steps to the basement floor. The 
girl gave a sharp rap on the door. It opened about six inches 
Cardby was out of sight. That was why the door opened 
wide, and a man exclaimed: 

• *i. YoU Tr e a „ good guesscr - kid - The big guy is here all 
right. How d you know? ” 

Mick saw the girl bite her lip. He couldn’t see from her 
Profile whether she was scared or annoyed. As she entered 
he trod closely on her heels. The man in the passage 
spat out an oath, strtebed his hand out to grip Cardby’s 
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arm. The youngster smiled tolerantly as he said: 

“ Take it easy, brother. We have an appointment here with 
Reg Macey.” 

The doorman turned to stare inquiringly towards the girl. 
She nodded. 

” Doesn’t seem right to me.” said the man, “ but you know 
Macey better than most folks and, if you're taking chances 
it’s your funeral.” 

She was trembling somewhat as she walked a couple of paces 
towards the inside door. Cardby could feel his heart 
pounding a trifle. To him, it was an unusual sensation. He 
pushed back the door for the girl, was close on her heels 
when she entered the inner room. The smoke was so dense 
that for a few seconds Cardby had difficulty in seeing. That 
was why lie pressed against the wall until his vision became 
acclimatised. When the door opened he heard the low chatter 
of voices. Now all was quiet, except that a couple of chairs 

creaked as they were drawn back. 

Mick drew a deep breath, managed at last to pierce the 
smoke screen, and followed the girl into the cellar. The 
roof was low—and so were the occupants! About five men 
>-tood against an improvised bar. and another half dozen 
were spread over the room. They had risen from their seats 
against the circular, marble-topped tables, were staring at 
Cardbv with the enthusiasm with which a butcher would 
be viewed when walking, by accident, into a vegetarian 
congress. May walked over to the bar. placed her back against 
il. and then faced Cardby. The expression on her face had 
chanced. She shouted: 

“ Boys, this wise bloke thought he was taking me «» «" 

Srf linTn^t 

stew 

jll CaX’ stood with a fixed smile on his face He knew. 

double-cross when be , Sa 'L°fod »’ kad^This father he had 
fool, that in his anxiety to „ t yearg in learning. 

forgotten most of the tlnn ^ woman should never he taken 
And the first of these was tha t j ie rop es, and fancies 

at her tongue value when sh k May ha d played her 

^ds h welb y T r r youngster waved a hand in her direction, 

bowed slightly, said: 
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“ My compliments, gracious May. And now where do I find 
lleg Macey? ” 

The silence could have been carved and served in sandwiches. 
The men shuffled slightly on their feet, looked from one to 
the other. Cardby stood with his hands on his hips, wondered 
what the man behind him was doing. The girl threw hack 
her head and laughed unpleasantly. 

There was a pause, a breathing space, an interval while 
nothing was done. 

And then all hell broke loose! 


CHAPTER SEVEN 

EVENTFUL DISCOVERY 

A hand whipped over from behind and fastened over Mick 
Cardby’s mouth. The youngster bit it ferociously. Ilis teeth 
were strong and even, the grip firm. The man shrieked, was 
pulling away, when Cardby grabbed his wrist, jerked down 
with a startlingly sudden move, and snatched the arm. The 
man’s feet smacked into the ceiling above as he came in an 
arc over Mick’s bent back. There was a crash as the man 
completed the circle, descended upon an advancing group of 
three men with such impetus that all were floored. Ucfore 
Cardby had a chance to think a soda siphon struck the wall 
at the side of his head, and two men clambered over the 
struggling heap on the floor. One gripped a bottle in his 
hand, the.other a blackjack. 

Mick took a deep breath, hesitated for an instant, and then 
plunged forward into .the room. The man with the bottle 
tried to throw it. The fact that Cardby had kicked him in 
the stomach distracted his aim. He slumped to the floor with 
the sound of an air raid precaution siren. The blackjack 
rose, came down with vicioUs intent. Cardby swerved slightly 
to one side, let loose with a right jab, caught the man Hush 
in the throat. He gulped, gasped, and, as he tottered, Cardby 
grabbed the truncheon from his weakening hand, swirled round 
to plant a left under the man’s ear, and swung again to face 
an attack from the far side of the room. One of the men lying 
on the floor grabbed for the, youngster’s ankle. Mick trod 
savagely on his hand, heard the bones scrunch as his heel 
ground in. The man nearest to him paused in his stride to 
ensure his balance, raised his right hand. In it he held a 
beer bottle. As the arm came down with a blow strong enough 
to cause a distinct draught Mick swung towards the man’s 
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wrist. He missed, and the bottle struck him on the shoulder, 
lhe swerve had lessened the falling blow. But it had stung 
enough to numb. It was then that another couple joined the 
barman in a concerted rush. 

It seemed to Mick that there were more men in the room 
than he had estimated. But that was his usual experience 
during a free for all fight. It was not that the number had 
increased, merely that confusion makes numerical reckoning 
impossible. The barman was the first to reach him. In a 
blurred way Mick saw the man’s broken “ hooter,” cauliflower 
ear. At the same instant he saw the man’s left hand flashing 
towards him, sensed instinctively that the battered barman 
was trying a feint, moved inwards towards the punch, rode 
the following right over his shoulder, and came down with a 
brief, six inch snap from the blackjack. The barman didn’t 
even sigh or moan. His legs folded beneath him, and he 
arranged himself on the floor with a few of the others. The 
other two tore in wildly. 

As they rushed Cardby saw the girl edging away from the 
room, making her way towards the door at the rear of the bar. 
He certainly bad no intention of letting her leave the dive 
without him. But the men blocked his way—for a moment. 
The leader lashed out with his foot. He was more than skilful, 


might well have learnt the tricks in the old up-and-down 
“ clogging ” fights of the Black Country. Cardby was lucky. 
He jumped away, and the man’s toe missed him by a couple 
of inches. While the man was off balance Mick crashed the 
truncheon against his cheekbone. It drew no blood. A good 
blackjack never should. Then a fist caught Cardby under left 
eye, and there was behind that punch more power than was 
healthy for any one to take. Cardby winced, bit his lips, and 
threw the weight of his body behind a straight left. The man 
took it without murmuring. Mick knew then that he had 
walked into a tough guy. The man could hit and he could 
take it. A combination like that isn’t easy to handle. 

With a quick glance he saw the girl vanish through the 
door, swore as the door slammed behind her. All that he 
had done, all that he was doing now, was for n ° th,n 6* 
had missed both his bets—the woman and Macey. The thought 
enraged him. He dropped the truncheon on the floor tore 
into the man facing him with both hands. The jounjsster was 
embittered, hurt and disappointed. Every punch he threw had 

got everything behind it that he could give. A "° thl ? 
joined in, tried to fasten a punch on Cardby from the left 
side. The youngster started a right from theievelo 
knees, and the man faded away to rest for a time. The other 
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man was tough, a bit too tough. But he couldn’t stand up to 
the barrage of punches Cardhy flung at him from every 
angle. He backed away, tried to fight on the retreat. He 
was too late. His body drooped slightly. A terrific smack 
arrived without a sound in the pit of his stomach. He 
crumpled up. 

One of the men on the floor stretched out, seized the 
blackjack Mick had dropped. Then he took one look, opened 
his mouth, shook his head, and dropped the truncheon. For 
Cardhy stood in the centre of the room with an automatic in 
his hand. And from the expression on his face he didn’t give 
a damn who took the first slug from it! Those who were 
conscious remained still and silent. They knew times arrived 
when arguments were had form, definitely out of place. They 
looked at the gun, and realised that such a moment had 
arrived. Mick backed away towards the bar, eyeing the men 
in the room closely with each step he took. He had only 
one great ambition—to get through that door, away to the rear 
of the dive premises, before the girl had time to make a clean 
getaway. Everything had happened with such speed that lie 
had no time to arrange a programme. And what lay behind 
that door he had no idea. One thought pounded again and 
again through his mind—either that girl or Reg Macey might 
know where he could find his father. And beyond that, for 
the time being, he had no further interest in life. But he 
moved towards the door slowly. At each moment he expected 
the men in the room to call his bluff, run into his gun hand, 
and see whether he would pull the trigger. 

There was no time during which he could play for safety. 

Behind him he had a door through which any one might come 

at any second. Before him he had a bunch of men who might 

decide to rush him. And Cardhy feared the door behind his 

back more than he did the men in the bar room. So he swung 

round, grasped the handle of the door, pulled it towards him, 

and dived forward through the opening with all the speed he 

could collect. As he entered he crashed the door behind him. 

He was not nervous about the men following from the bar. 

But he wanted to jolt any person who might be waiting behind 

the door. He was alone in the tiny room, uncomfortably 

alone. So he walked over to the door, threw forward the two 
bolts. 

Not until then did he look around. The small space was 
obviously kept for the barman. There was a table, two chairs 
the remnants of a meal on the table, a few pornographic 
photographs on the distempered walls—and nothing else. 
Cardby was momentarily bewildered, could not understand 
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how the girl had effected her exit. It was then that he noticed 
the cheap curtain draped against the far wall. He walked over, 
pulled it buck while he stood with the gun in his right hand- 
The curtain covered a door. The youngster was not happy. He 
seemed to be sitting awkwardly between two fires. At any 
moment the door leading to the bar might be broken wide 
open, might throw the horde of toughs into the room. But 
what lay at the back of the inner door? Was it safer to go 
on, or to fight his way back? 

The scuffle of feet in the outer room decided him. He 
twisted the knob on the door, stood back a little, and kicked 
with his foot. As the door crashed back he heard a splintering 
noise behind him Somebody was forcing the outer door. Then 
he heard a crash as a chair slammed into it. The time had come 
to hit or bust, lie took one look into the dark passage facing 
him, smiled grimly, and then made a dash into the gloom. 
At that moment he heard one of the bolts snap on the door 


behind him. 

He stumbled slightly over an empty beer crate in the narrow 
passage. As he recovered his elbow crashed into a small door 
on the left of the passage. The door flew open, and as Cardby 
lurched a hand shot out, fastened on his throat with a vice-like 
grip, and pulled him inwards. Mick was completely off 
balance, teetered for an instant on the balls of his feet, and 
then plunged downwards with a curse. As he fell the grip 
loosened, and the youngster tried to twist even as lie was 
falling. A font smacked into his ribs. Mick decided that 
the gun was no longer of any use as a bluff. So he pulled 

the trigger, firing blindly. , . 

The scream arose in the room, and lie heard a man 


ihOU Blimcy, Harry, look out. He’s got a gun. And he’s using 


Mick jerked himself a couple of feet along the floor, muffled 

his voice as best he could, and announced: 

“ And he's going to use it a damn sight more effectively 

m< Hp e 1 1rained to peer through the darkness, to get his bearings. 
Then rsa^a'YmVrm no*, more 

Without stopping to arrange any plan I j , sl 

lashed out with his right kg. and ‘^"somebody's 

whine of pain. He guessed - w- ck j rcw farther hack 

shin. And he was not far i g f He c0U l<] hear men 
into the room, scrambled to his I eel. gs though he 

pounding along the narrow passage. ^ He move( f 

was waiting for the funeral May had p 


was 
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still farther from the door, striving to find a wall against 
which he could place his back while waiting for the last stand. 
It was more by luck than sight or judgment that he found the 
corner of the room, pressed himself into the angle, waited 
anxiously. 

The only light he could see was framed by the doorway. 
Beyond that he could see nothing. The tread of feet in the 
* passage had ceased. He tried to work out what move the men 
might next make. The effort was too much for him. He 
decided to await developments. Since he was in no position 
to force the pace he might as well leave the thinking part of 
the programme to the opposition. Apparently, they had no 
difficulty in arriving at some decision. One of them called out 
in a loud voice: 

‘^Harry and Art, come out of that room right away. We 
can’t take him while you’re in there without laying out both 
of you. Get out before we start the slaughter or you’ll never 
come out alive at all.” 

Feet sounded on the bare boards in the dark room. Cardby 

made up his mind very swiftly, raised his gun with measured 
aim as he called: 


Do you want the two boys to sign their death warrants? 
rrom where I stand the doorway is as light as day. I’ve got 
a gun in my hand, and I’m watching that oblong space. If 
cither of the men tries to get out of this room you can take 
it from me that he’ll never make it. The first figure I see in 
that doorway I’ll drop. And remember that at this close 
range I couldn t miss if I closed both my eyes and fired blind. 
So now they can try if they want to. Maybe they’d like to 
ie suddenly. Well, if they do they’ve never been given a 
better chance than they’ve got now.” 

The short speech quietened the men outside. But the men 

r T°i m T!. m V ttering lo V’ inaudibl y- Mick was not 
tor P r y t h em 6y ^ plenty ° n their minds ’ an V amount to 


passage" 1 ‘‘"h^T ° f him ” Ca T lled the ma " f ™m the 

we’lTcome ^ JuSt W “' k 0ut °" d *« 

“Wait a minute, stranger,” shouted Mick. “If V ou’re so 
anxious to prove to these two men that I’m sprurina 

™ hy don * y° u e ,v « ’em a bit of confidence? It's quite 
an easy thing to do. Get in that doorway yourself and 
show them that I don’t really mean what I said. Come aW 
lad and show, them all what a brave guy you are Or fs 

VSLVS* “ f -Ik advice to^have laS 
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There was a silence. Then one of the men in the room called 
out: 

“ That’s fair enough. What he says is right. Try it yourself, 
and then we’ll know that he won’t plug us if we make a break 
for it.” 

“I tell you.” was the reply, “that he is taking you up the 
garden.” 

“ And I say,” shouted Mick, ‘"that if they move I’m not 
taking ’em up the garden, but in that doorway! Try it 
yourself, and show the lads that you, at any rate, don’t mind 
dying for a good cause. Come along. 

Again all was quiet for a few seconds. Cardby knew that 
the men in the passage were speculating about the chances 
of a concerted rush. It was then that he decided to pull 

another card out of the pack, shouted: 

44 You’ve done your share of handing out invitations. 1 il tell 
you just what I’m going to do. I’ve got seven bullets left in 
this "un. If you rush into this room the first two bullets are 
drilled into the men in here with me, and I’ll find billets for 

^ • i _»_ _ 1 ~- lalftn fnrm vour 


drilled into me men in nere wmi me, auu * ** .. 

the next five in whatever order you'd like to form your 
procession to death. I can’t be fairer than that, can I. Make 
vour own choice about who comes first to the mortuary slab. 
It’s all the same to me, and I’m not at all particular. ^ 

“To hell with that! ” screamed a man in the room. Don t 
get near that door. We’re like rats in a trap here, and you re 

Sa Cardby g felt more enthusiastic as he heard the tone of the 
man’s voice. He had heard that highpitched note often before. 
One of his room-mates had got the jitters, ice had gripped his 

spine, he was ready to crack hundred-and 

dlnli you’ll live the nex, 

Any coward can sacrifice other P eo P le - . From their 

Again the men in the room were 1 ” in'the far corner 
voices he could judge that they were _ t j ian twe ] ve feet away 
on his left. Certainly they were no whether there was a 

from him. The youngster was won outside if he made 

bare chance of breaking through ‘ e T h e only way he 

a rush for it. The idea seemed hopdess^ of ^ 

could turn was to I lh ®5J’ be crowded out of existence while 
position of the exit. He a oe c . wa « sure of one 

he was searching for it. The ^°jJ D de it had to be bold, 
unpleasant fact—that whatever play lit 
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and the chances of getting a break would be fairly forlorn. 
He forced his brain into top gear. 

An idea, a dangerous possibility, had occurred to him at 
the moment when the man in the passage yelled out once again: 

“We don’t give a damn who gets hurt. So this is your 
last chance. Art and Harry. If you are not out within two or 
three minutes, and if you get mimped off it’ll be your own 
fault for not. taking the chance of calling his bluff when we 
gave it to you. But we are coming in, any case. Just think 
that over.” 

“ Blimey,” shrieked one of the men, “ d’you want to sec us 
murdered? ” 


As he called Cardby trod silently across the floor. He could 
hear the men breathing as he drew close to them. Then he 
stopped and waited for the man outside to shout again. It 
would at least deaden the sound of his movements a little. 
He did not have to wait for many seconds. 

“ I’ve got no more to say,” called the man. “ You can take 
it or leave it.” 

At the moment Cardby smacked the gun into the ribs of the 
man nearby. He could merely see the outline of the figure 
vaguely, but he could feel the sudden jerk of the body as the 
man felt the prod of the gun. 

“ Say you want a minute to think things over,” whispered 
Mick, “and if you don’t tell ’em that I’ll let you have it 
straight in the guts.” 


The man’s voice was wavering as he passed the news to 
those outside that he and Art wanted time to think it over. 
Cardby was smiling now. He could at least see a chance in 
a million of a break. And that was some small item of 
encouragement. The man by his side emitted a low groan. 

Listen to me,” murmured Mick. “If I go to the left 
through that door how do I get out of this place? Think 
quickly, and no stalling.” 

The man almost sobbed. Cardby had guessed rightly. The 
bloke was on the verge of a break. Like many others, he 
thought he was tough. He was not. 

to t , the . r jg ,fl at the ^nd of the passage. The door 
leads into the side street. Don t shoot me, mister. What 
1 ve told you is true. 

C !i°l er 80 thQt he slood between the two men. 
*“? he . ad between their shoulders so that he had no 
need to raise his voice. 

..r I '® 11 , themh . e ordered “ that you’ve both decided to 

room 8 m-t®’ and T that y °u Ure g ° ing to do a dash from the 
room. Whatever I say when you shout the news to them 
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take no notice. A couple of seconds after you’ve called them 
make a rush for the door. Whatever I do is my own pigeon.” 

It was some time before either could recover sufficient 
nerve, wind or voice to bawl out the instructions given to 
them. Immediately they had finished Cardby bellowed out 
so loudly that his position in the room could not be judged: 

“ And the first of ’em ft) come through that door gets 


murdered.” 

The two men started towards the door in a mad dash.. 
Cardby grasped in the dark for the head of one of them. 
Instead of gripping hair as he intended his grip fastened over 
a hat, and it came away in his hand. The pair reached the 
door with Cardby a foot behind them. As the second one 
swung round into the passage Mick gave him a violent push 
from the back. The man shot forward, crashed into the 
waiting group after cannoning off the other man. Halt a 
dozen voices rose in an angry roar. By then Mick was racing 
hell for leather along the passage, praying that the man had 
not pulled a fast one on him, had not misdirected him. 

A bottle struck the ceiling above his head, some other 
missile hit him in the small of the back. Cardby wasn t 
bothering about such trifles. Nor did the racing feet behind 
him cause him much concern. All he was anxious to find 
was that door leading to the side street. Even in the bree 
seconds it took him to reach the end of the passage a dozen 
thoughts careered through his brain. I the oor *' ou ‘ 
locked . . if the door should be guarded ... He forgot 
them when he reached the door. The nearest man took. a 
nose dive for Cardby’s ankles. He missed and paid the 

was losing breath. Another man i d 3 ^ ji c rea ched the 
to kick the oncomer at the side of t J ol j ow j ng . Three or 
head of the steps, turned to sec knew what had 

four men stood at the h im into the street, 

happened. They were afra 1 la(ls ” sa id the youngster. 

“ This is not our last meet g. coming back to see 

>’»ding over the area rail s. I won ’ t p l ay 
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He walked a few yards along the pavement, flagged a 
cruising taxi, told the driver to take him to Henrietta Street. 
As they moved along he found to his amusement that he still 
held the man’s hat in his hand. He looked at it more closely^ 
stared again, and then cursed violently. 

For in his hand he held his father’s hat! 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


A ROUND-UP 

Mick slumped into the back of the taxi, momentarily stunned.. 
Again and again he looked at the battered felt hat in his hand. 
I here could be no doubt about it. He had seen the hat too 
° n Other’s head, too many times on a peg in 
the office. It belonged to the “ old man.” As the cab moved 
eastwards the youngster wrestled with the problem. Should' 
lie return to that dive in the cellar and either hit or bust in 
playing for a showdown ? Should he inform the police and 

f al k „5 • aid W- T^i^Vn 63 he d,smissed as an item for 
later action. His birds had flown from the dive, and he didn’t 

expect they d left an address behind them. And it would look 

singularly bad for the famous firm of Cardby and Son if they 

couldnt handle a personal case, and had to request official 

W| he , arr i Ve i “i the L °. ffice hc Was no nearer 10 a solution. 
Miss Wheder looked at him anxiously. The few bruises on 

wis „„frr Cd M UP |.T re ,? ainl ': lhe pallor of lhc skin - And 
Shr™i,e d fo e r him £‘? p * k , ° ' 0 ° k dCprCSSCd “ 3 hc did """■ 

about father? ”“ rd anythlng ' more from tha "ho rang up. 

“Not a thing r ve waited in‘the oflfee all the time hut 

he hasn t come through again. Is there nnvthi'rwr ’ Ul 
me to do for you? ” anything you want 

‘‘Y eS ’ gel n . le !? me sandwiches, please. I haven’t got time 

since I maTmy calf?’" y °' her meSSageS C ° me in, ° the 

ooiv Notl ? me °- f real im P° r lance. Sammy Forbes has been 

rhio^tL f ron | tlm V° time to get news of you. I expect S 
ring through again soon.” expect hell 

rana "mU pr ,° phel \, A cou Ple of minutes Jater the hc)1 

CL X'txitly?' 1 ^ »e«rd sj^ 
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“ I’ve been worried to hell about you, Mick. What on 
earth has happened? ” 

“ Plenty. But let me know first just where you are now.” 
“ The police have just released me after an hour’s 
questioning. I am talking to you from a Piccadilly Circus call 
box. What shall I do now? ” 

“ Come over to the office right away, and be damned careful 
to see that you are not being tailed. Make it snappy. I’ll 
be waiting for you.” 

He did not have to wait for long. Within five minutes 
Sammy Forbes was sitting on the edge of hi9 desk listening 
to Mick’s succinct story of recent events. The youngster 
clipped his sentences, spoke hurriedly. When he finished he 
started to eat the sandwiches his secretary had just brought 
in. Sammy’s face had lengthened an inch or two as he 
listened. Eventually he slid to his feet, said to Cardby: 

“When you’ve finished that bite of food let’s get along to 
that dump in Soho and pull it inside out. You can t let 
those slabs get away with stuff like this. Come on. Mic * 

we’ll plaster the walls with ’em.” 

“ No, no sonny. I’d have returned to the place immediately 

if I had thought that it would have done tiny good. But the 
only people we want are Reg Maccy and his girl friend. And 
they, Sammy, are not there. For the same reason you can be 
certain that my father is not there. They dare not pull off a 
snatch and keep their victim in a place like that. It is the 
surest thing imaginable that my father was dumped there tor 
a few minutes while on his way to some other place—the place 
where he is now. Your suggestion is typical^ of you, and 1 
feel like taking your word for it, but it wouldn t do my father 
l e ny good. We’ll have to play our cards in a very d.ffercnt 
way. That’s what I’ve been considering 

« Have it your own way, Mick. I know you g 
mto that dive head first if you thought it would do any good. 

S0 “^ty e !lammy We and 0? ini take a Helluva lot of doin^ I 
don’t mind taking any risks that are commg and I know you 

Ch Sa C m e mv 0 ’ForbS* walked over to the desk, patted Cardby’s 

Sh °F d „ e r r Voufold man, Mick, Common, 

down, and murder the entire ** ' j eave me to get along 

is the book of words, and ?* e *J * , ^adly hurt, and if 

with the job. Somebody is going to get b^y ^ „ 

it happens to be me that can t P telephone Buster 

“ I will in a few minutes. 1 m going 


Craig. I want another hand to assist us before I burst into 
action, and I think he is as good as any one I know. Hang 

r .« 11 


on for • a moment.' 

Sammy Forbes smacked his lips and smiled. This sounded 
as though it was going to be good, as though it would be just 
about his handwriting. Buster Craig was only employed by 
Cardby and Son when the going was hot, when people 
with nerves were of no' use, when fast thinking and quick 
hitting were wanted. Mick made the call, replaced the 
receiver. 

“ He’ll be along in five minutes, Sammy, so I won’t waste 
time telling you any more. Now let me hear how you got 
along at the Cosser Hotel.” 

“ Well, I stalled for as long as I could, but the D.D.I. didn’t 
seem to fall for my story very kindly. Somehow I don’t think 
he believed me. It was damned awkward trying to explain 
why you faded out after finding the corpse without wuiting 
for the police to arrive. He’s nearly going crazy about finding 
yjpu. It didn’t help him when he found that the hotel manager 
was , such an entire nitwit. Divisional Detective Inspectors 
don t get along well with men who know nothing and talk 
like village idiots.” 

“Forget that part of it, Sammy. That bloke is so deep, 
so clever, that he can act like an imbecile whenever he wants 
to. I’m surprised that the D.D.I. let himself be taken up the 
garden path like that. Have they put out a dragnet for me, 
or what exactly is happening? ” 

“ I g av e him my assurance that you would see him 
immediately you had finished the small job of work in hand, 
fe wasn’t pleased, but he had to leave it at that. I thought 
or a. time he was going to keep me in clink.” 

Sounds as though I’ll have a bad time when he does 
itch me.” 

“ I’d t> go further than that, Mick. I’d say that if you’re 

*4 jt- 

He ceased to speak. The door flew open, and a hurricane 
appeared. The particular storm was created by a young man 
who created a breeze about him as he walked. His shoulders 
were too heavy for his slender waist, his feet were too small 

\ “Jf I l gs \ the hand f ^ere too spatulate for the slim wrists, 
d the broken nose belied the smiling gaze that came from 
• blue eyes. A left ear that had gone adrift did not improve 
general appearance. It was not that the ear had been 

nmv i"? j U !°° k t d , like -• part of a baboon barrage. 
Miy looked at him, laughed. 

“Mr. Cardby,” he said 44 look at Percival Craig. The sissy! ” 
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Tlie new arrival missed by an inch, sighed deeply, said to 
young Cardby: 

“ And what do you want me for, you big man o’ war? Show 
me things.” 

Mick sat' back with a contented smile. He knew his men. 
Buster Craig, named Percival by a mother who didn’t know 
what she had bred, drew two thousand a year for doing 
nothing, had an ambition to arrive in any spot where men are 
men, and the other folk are on the floor, and looked upon Mick 
Cardby as a cross between an idol and things worth living 
for. In earlier days they had scrapped many, many times. 
But Craig found that he couldn’t get away from Mick’s left 
so they parted to find better game. 

“ Sit doVvn for a time, and listen, Dynamite,” said Mick. 
“ This is not one of those parties where you look pretty, talk 
about the old school tie, and then shuffle off for another drink. 
Believe me or not, Buster, this is very serious. Some bunch of 
hoodlums collected my father a while back.” 

“Christopher! ” Buster sat back to consider things. Having 
-arrived at his final decision he asked, very simply: Where 

are they? Just show me.” .. 

“I know, I know,” said Mick. “ They re milking heifers 
in Mars! Sit back and listen, laddie, or I’ll thump your nose 
into a worse shape than it is now. I’ll tell you how things 

are fixed and then I’ll say what we do. . . , 

When he finished speaking the other men looked at each 

-other, waited. .. . . 

Cardby was in no hurry. He lit a cigarette, smiled towards 


both, said: 

“What I’m proposing now is more, than dangerous. Inc 
cops can collect us and take us up the steps at the Old Bailey, 
or they may find our bodies strewn about the place because 
when you play the same 1 am suggesting you’re playtug w.th 
lilies, and that sort of thing. But 1 want to know where I 
find my father, and there is only one way in which that can 
be done. Hand out to the people who did the snatch exaCt ,^ 
what they have done on my father! Then we can see wh 

,t struggling' X my depth,” said Sammy. '‘Jus. 

'Xet,y y "my’’ offspring, Reg Macey and his girl 
friend, May, must have some relatives 

have even a small degree of affection {o *- ,, M an d 

who those people are, kidnap them, and then^ II M 
Ids girl friend what s going to happen to them ^ was 

isn’t delivered back into this office as fit and 
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when he left it. Now d’you get the general idea? If in the 
process of collecting the whole bunch we collect Macey or 
the girl it will suit me even better because I’ll tear their guts 
out, but I’ll finish by finding out where my father is, and how 
I can drag him out of the can. Clear? ” 

“ That’s a very good idea.” said Buster. “ Who do I collect 
first? ” 

“ Don’t wriggle your feet. Use your head instead. I don’t 
know who the hell any of us can collect. I’m only suggesting 
that it’s the best way out of the tangle. If you’ll sit tight, 
open your ear flaps, and let what I’m saying soak in there 
may be a chance that this scheme of affairs might turn out 
trumps. We start with Reg Macey and his girl friend, and 
we’ll finish with them. They are so well known through the 
West End that the trouble will be to find people who don’t 
know them. That should give you a good start. Find out 
the people who do know them, muscle in their company, and 
try to get some sort of a lead. When you’ve got a line don’t 
try to pull the stroke alone, t know that you’ll take chances 
but this time any sudden move by you would queer my pitch. 
Once you have got some news get along to the nearest blower 
and pass the info.^ to Miss Wheeler. If, as you circle around, 
you come across either Sammy or me just treat us as complete 
strangers. The same goes for you, Sammy. I can only leave 
the pair of you to use your own judgment, and try anything 
so long as you finish up by collecting some sort of a lead. 
Is all that quite clear? ” 

s . ait ! Sammy, “but what are you going to do in 
the middle of the picture? It isn’t like you to pass along 
orders, and then sit tight.” 

“ I’m not going to do that, infant,” said Mick grimly.' “ It 
so happens that I might contact the pair of them in ways that 
you wouldn t realise. So I intend to plough my own furrow 
and leave you two to skirmish around in any way you think 
might bring speedy results. I’ll ring the office quite often 
in case any news has come through from either of you. Don’t 
overlook the fact that we might meet because we’re making 
the same search. So, for the love of Mike, play your cards 

A ThC Wh ° - C i m ° b , ' S aS tOUgh as to®* ^me, and 
they d rub you out without batting an eyelid if they <r 0 t idea- 

of °you ” OUr ambmons * That ’ s about all I can tell'the pair 

Surely,” said Buster, “ you can give us some slight idea 
about where to start Reg Macey and his dame may mean a 
lot to you, but I can t say that I’ve been friendly with them 
<or quite a long time. What sort of dive do they us™ 
3 
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what do they look like, what’s their line of talk, of 
business? ” 

“ You'll find them mostly around Soho. Apart from that 
I can't tell you very much. Fasten yourself in one of the 
tough bars, hang one of the girls of the village on your arm, 
let your tongue run away with you—and just hope for the 
best. I can't think of any better advice than that. Both of 
’em are so well known that you’ll soon find people who know 
’em.” 

“ And you want us to find out where their relatives live, 
beat along to their place, and pull a snatch? ” asked Sammy. 
“ Well, if we do that where on earth are we supposed to park 
the bodies? I don’t own a private gaol, and I don’t reckon 
Buster owns any cells in his town house. So what, Mick? ” 

“ We have plenty to do before we think of where to park 
the bodies,” said Mick. “ Let’s find out first which would be 
the best snatches to make. If I lay hands on Macey’s^ girl 
friend she’ll be my first victim—and this time there won’t be 
any doublecross, any squeal, or any sort of argument.’ 

“ You mean that if we hit a hot trail you want us to stall 

until we can pass the news to you, and get the lowdown on 

the next move? Is that it? ” 

“ Roughly. Now just one last word of advice before we 
start work. I know that you lads are tough and that you’re 
»ame. But remember that if you come across Reg Maeey 
you’re not handling anything ordinary. I don’t know the whole 
book about him. But this I can tell you—Ive known really 
hard cases fold up and turn pale when his names been 
mentioned. Some of the real stop-at-nothing lads have told 
me tales about him, and shivered while they ve been talking 

to me. So bear that in mind for the good of your health. 

And remember that the girl. May, is one of the neatest twicers 
you will ever meet. She took me right up the garden path. 

D °The mefro'e from their chairs Buster Craig "fobbing 
his hands, and smiling broadly. One not knowing him would 
have imagined that good news had just come 
was more subdued, but equally enthusiastic. The y 
waved a hand to them as they drifted out of I ^ • * 

a moment he wondered whet her i ^ ^ c i iange d his mind 

word along to Inspector Wale • j ia( j a j rall ght out for 

as he recalled that the police walked into the outer 

him, and that time meant plenty- Jj 1 d worr ; e d, said: 

office. Miss Wheeler raised her head, appeared w , wle 
“What message shall I give if your lather 

you re out; 
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Mick smiled sorrowfully, lit a cigarette, patted the girl’s 
shoulder. 

“Just give him my love, and say that I’ll be hack in the 
office before very long. As far as I can I’ll be telephoning 
here about every half-hour. Be careful what you say to me 
over the line, and listen very closely to whatever I have to say. 
At times, my little one, messages over the blower can he made 
under most awkward circumstances. There are moments when 
one says everything one does not mean. Remember that. It 
might be valuable.’’ 

Before she could pass any comment Mick had walked out 
io the street. He was about to wave a taxi when he changed 
his mind, cut through the streets to the West, and five minutes 
later was crossing Leicester Square in the direction of Soho. 
He had formed no definite plan in his mind, thought a casual 
search for information would be as likely to draw results as 
any move that was either dramatic or definite. It might have 
been that the luck was with him. A few yards after he had 
turned into Old Compton Street he saw a girl turn in leisurely 
fashion from the entrance of a shoddy establishment, a house 
which the owner, with a reckless disregard for truth, referred 
to as a boarding house. She knew him, waved a hand, wus 
walking away, then Mick quickened his step and fell in by her 
side. 


Hallo, Sonny,” he said. “ Seems ages since we last paced 
the pavements. How is the world treating you? Well, I 
Teckon. You’re looking pretty good, to me.” 

“Stow that line of talk,” remarked the girl. “I’m feeling’ 

a wreck. What brings you into the land of the sinners? I 
thought you d reformed. 

“ Just the old homing instincts, my dear. I can’t keep 
away from it. The pubs are shut so what about trying one of 
the two hundred clubs for a spot? ff 

“ I’ve never been known to refuse. Which one do you 
suggest, mister? ’ y 


tV, Car ^ by n W ? S / b L Ut to , gi , ve a fli PP an t answer when another 
thought flashed through his mind. He came to the rapid 

conclusion that a frontal attack would attain nothing The 

girl would shy like a frightened animal. So he changed his 

‘‘TM 1 ? adC a - m ° re subd * p,ay ’ lowered voice and said- 
Ill leave ,t to you, darling. There’s only one place I 

,e ? ve t° U -’ J d ° n 1 mind W ^ ere we Cfl ll apart from that 
one spot. It is dangerous for me.” P that 

youte‘& ,addie? 1 — «■* one day 

I know, sister. Usually I’ m not given to shaking at the 
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knees. Bn* this is different. 1 am in the bad with Keg Macey 
and with your little friend, May. I don't want to arrive in 
any dive and find them standing at the bar. Apart from that 
you can lead me to any manger you’d like to choose. But 
don’t take me to one of their favourite spots. It’d only mean 
a basin of real trouble.” 

The girl stopped in the middle of a stride, placed her hands 
on her hips. 

“ I don’t like the sound of this,” she said. “ If you are in 
the mire with May and Macey it would put me into the bad 
to be seen with you. And I’d rather fall out with anybody 
on the globe than I would with that bunch.” 

“ I can guess that, little one. That’s why I told you to lead 
me to some dive where we won’t be likely to meet ’em. You 
know their dumps just as well as I do. And there are a 
hundred that they don’t use. So don't be nervous.” 

The girl still hesitated. She certainly did not look happy 
about affairs. Cardby made no haste to force her hand. That, 
he knew, would be fatal. So he lit a cigarette, paced along 
slowly by her side. For a time nothing was said. 

“What put you into the bad with a guy like Reg Macey? ” 

inquired the girl. . 

“Just a private row/’ said Mick. ** He s done plenty 
don’t like, and lately I’ve done a, few things that he isn’t 

cheering. It really doesn’t matter. , , 

“It does to me! ” said the girl. “I’m not much to look 
at, but I would like to have part of my face left, and l ve 
seen what Macey does to girls who step out along the wrong 
tramlines. I don’t think you’re healthy to know.” 

“ You make me smile, sister. Let s knock back a couple of 
drinks and then you’ll recover that famous nerve of yours. 

W 4:u’Tm?„u,e°l e ie la . d Ih i l I’m no, chancing -eting 
them while I’m with yon. He hates ,be sight of the Mk» 
the Floss Club in Denman Street. So does ™ „ 

it should be safe to take a gorgle in there Do you 

“Surely.” said Mick, as they quickened their pace- He 

wondering how long he woul av ° n ‘° ^ Floss Club, knew 
before he attempted a break. . that the grapevine 

tha, he’d be fairly site mlSerious thing and 
in the Soho underworld is a weira ^ gpread . They 

he had no knowledge how far he n b J emenU T hc low 

descended the stone steps t .smoke, the stench of 

ceiling, the crowded bar, t e monl ent. As they walked 

stale drink made him cough for h ^ f e w faces 

.o the bar he tried to penetrate the smoke ha/e. 
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in the swirl of smoke seemed familiar. Then he recognised 
Teddy, the fat barman. He smiled. They had always been 
good friends. But this time there was no answering smile. 
The bartender’s lips parted, and he laid down the glass he 
was drying. One or two others in the room were staring 
curiously at the couple. Mick was ill at ease. And so was 
the girl standing by his side. 

“ Your place starts to look like a cemetery, Teddy,” he said, 
laughing. ** What’s happened to you, mate? Has the wife 
run away with another bloke? ” 

There was no answering smile. Mick smacked down a two 
shilling piece, said: 

“ Rouse yourself, my friend, and push out a couple of 
drinks. We’re thirsty.” 

“Sorry,” said Teddy, “but I must refuse %o serve you! 
Would you beat it now? ” 

As the man spoke he moved farther down the bar. Cardby 
was bewildered. But his bewilderment did not prevent him 
noticing the sudden flick of the thumb Teddy handed out to 
Cardby’s companion as he moved away. The girl moved also. 

The next second Mick stiffened suddenly. The silence was 
intense. Teddy had not noticed that. And he had forgotten 
that Cardby’s ears were sensitively keen as he cupped his 
hand over his mouth and whispered to the girl: 

“Take him out. His old man’s been snatched! There’ll 
be hell to pay. Beat it while the going’s good. I don’t want 
any murders done in here.” 


CHAPTER NINE 


AND THE MUSIC 

Cardby’s face did not change in expression. He walked over 

l ° f ul ”? a ^ ine * had placed “ Ws fir6t shilling when the 
girl grabbed his arm. 

“We’ve got to get out of here right away” she said. “ I’ve 

h b S?,h he Te n A ZVX" g00d for my hcahh - <,r ,or 

“ Take it easy, lady. Soho wasn’t built in a day See 

mr e nir ay , the i luck i n l n8 ’» Ive just won four h®* 5 ’ an <l I don’t 
stroll out when the luck comes to me.” 

somLT* 8 f lid ; n e another coin into the machine when he felt 

m^TSi P n l T k HlS 8n ?* He tUrned to face a middle-aged 
man with a time-worn face. e 

I reckon, mister,” said the newcomer, “ that it’d be better 


. *4 
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(or everybody if you tried your luck in some other place. 
People here are a bit nervous.” 

“So am I.” said Mick, “and who the hell are you that 
you want to butt into my party? Stand back laddie, and 
take your drink while you’ve got a mouth left. Teddy, forget 
what you said. I’ll forget the insult. Bring me a gin and 
lime, and a bottle of beer. After all. you’ve got to live, eh? ” 

“ That’s just what’s in my mind,” said the barman 
ponderously. “And I’m not certain who takes the call if you 
stay here much longer. I’ve got my customers to look after, 
and you seem to forget that, mister.” 

“ I don’t. That’s just why I’m suggesting thut you should 
serve a couple of ’em. And fill one for yourself at the same 
time. I don’t mind a bit.” 

“Better come over here,” said Teddy. “I want a quiet 


word in your ear. . .... 

“Sure I will,” said Cardby. He handed three shillings to 

the girl, said: “ Play along with these until I come back, 

and may the luck be with you.” ,. . , . 

A small group clustered round the bar. Teddy ignored them, 
raised the flap of the counter, and led the way to the cubby 
hole in the rear. Mick followed the barman with some 
hesitancy. He wasn’t sure what he was going to leave behind. 
Quite a few of the customers he had never 
The barman ignored his customers, close the door immediate^ 
Mick walked into the six by six office. Then Teddy P lant «t 
his hands on his hips, took one long look at the youngster, and 

“TErt 'EST^kon ,o know a bit And 

a, .LtomenTyou are a shade .00 ho, for me ,0 have . 
this place. Do you mind getting out_ 

“ All of which m 7 S m 7 h ‘ n ^“. v rdo„e n y o,hing ,0 repay 
7 0f So m0 wha, d" you want * to star, coming the acid on me 
for? Pve done nothing to hurt you at any Jime, iad. ^ 
“ Don’t try them simple tricks with m . • . g 

you-re no, * s h 0 ; “7^7 “tagTha, you know"fhn, as well as 

"Well, lei the people % y TouUe here, 

on you in some other club. 1 cant suu> 

Understand.” j don ’ t like riddles. 

“ Hold your horses, and talk sense. 

What d’you mean? ” .... i ,vi,icnerinc around. 

■‘Nothing much. A little bird has ^7 beTg^d listener, 
and I’ve been in this game long enougi 

I’m not saying any more/’ 
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“You are, Teddy! If I hadn’t kept dumb on three or 
four occasions you’d have gone down the line for a stretch. 
Suppose I start talking now, eh? ” 

“ If I talked I wouldn’t live to 6ee the day out. You know 
as well as I do what I mean. I’d rather stay dumb and live. 
That’s what it comes to.” 

“ Rather more than that, Teddy. You’ve only known me 
when I’ve been doing you a good turn. You’ve never been 
with me when I’ve cut up rough. Believe me, sonny, 
you’ve got cause to be more afraid of me than you have of 
any other party you might have in mind. Maybe you hadn’t 
thought of that angle.” 

“ I know one of the other parties, mister. I’m asking you 
to fade out.” 


“ Let’s cut out all the rubbish, and talk sense. I’m coming 
right down to brass tacks, Teddy, and what happens to you 
depends on what you say to me. Who told you that my father 
had been snatched? We’ll start with that.” 

Teddy grew paler, thrust a finger between his neck and his 
collar. For quite an appreciable while he stared at Cardby 
without speaking. Mick took the man by the arm, shook him, 
swung him round to stare into his face, said: “You heard 
me, Teddy. Do I get rough, or do you talk? Who told you 
tliat^ my father had been snatched? Answer me, or your club 
won’t have an owner.” 

“One of the girls told me a couple of hours ago. That’s 
gospel truth.” 

Tell that to a nitwit. You’ve been in this game far too 

long to take any notice of what they tell you. How did you 
come to get the news? ” 


“ I’ve told you. 
all I know.” 


was sure that her talc was straight. Thai’s 


Seems a pity said Cardby reflectively. He pulled buck 
his cuff, balled his fist, stretched out a left hand, took the man 
by the collar, and tilted his chin to one side. Then his arm 
began to swing back in an arc. Teddy turned white, swallowed 
hard tried to squirm away The effort was useless. 

know-nothing.’’ 11 ^ ^ I 

s t“ t Tdl I ’™ e ti ^“, t , >' ou d “ k "° w . a " d I'll ^ content. Make a 


news along Lie”" 15 * girI Came in and P “ scd *l» 

well 1 1 take * h , at story a « ain ’ lad - So I've treated you 
a long W toe a i 8tart * rU See ,hal k "“« -thing "for 
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His grip on the collar tightened, and he shook the barman 
-avagely. 

“All right,” stuttered Teddy, “if I tell you will you get 
out of here and leave me and my little joint in peace? That’s 
all I want you to do.” 

“ It all depends on what you tell me. Make a start, and 
then we'll see.” 

“ It was Peter Wilde. He’s the bloke what runs the System 
Club. Know him? ” 

“ I do. Now tell me exactly what Peter told you that made 
vou nervous.” 

“ He said he’d heard from another party that your old man 
had been taken out—had been snatched—and he said that if 
what he was told was true he thought you’d ^ soon he 
around Soho blowing things towards the top. I’m telling 
you all I know about it. That’s what he said. That s what 

I know.” 


“ Mean to say that you weren't curious enough to start 

isking questions? ” ,, 

“ Pd heard enough when he told me that. I had an idea 
■vhat might be going to happen next. That's why I was scared 

vhen you walked into my place now.” , .. , 

“I want you to answer another question. Teddy, and it l 
lon’t get the truth from you I'll be sending a wreath around 
o your home. I want to lay my hands on Reg Macey, and 
1 don’t want to waste time about doing it. You ve spent 
wenty years around the Soho cesspool. You know most things. 
Where do I find Reg Macey ? Whatever you say ncedn t bother 
^ou I’ve been known for quite a while as the person who 
•an forget the names of his informants faster than any other 

' V ^Bli niey^nuster ty £&£ -kmc ,o shoo, myself, and 
tave^done with it? I'd be better off j,unpins into the Thames 

with a brick round my neck. Where do I 

“ Don’t stall, Teddy. I’ve got a had memory, w here, u 

find him right now? don’t feci inclined 

“I know you’re pretty _ straight but d™ tec 

to lay my life in any man s palm, and the 

?°ing to happen next.” Answer me. or take what’s 

J2T ,o'“i ."Ves Macey isn't the only person who can 

tia *‘Try* Old' May^ Freeman's U house in Brewer Street. That's 

.11 I’m saying.” , .j g w j ss restaurant, 

“H’m. Is that the place above the lime 

.r am I wrong? ” 



•« 


INVITATION TO THE GHAVE 73 

You’re right. But now I’ve given you the tip I’d like vou 
to clear off.” 

“Just onejhiiig before I leave. You know the dame, Mav— 
Keg’s friend? ” 9 

“There aren’t many people in Soho who don’t. So why 
pick on me? ” 

“Only for this reason—I’d like to know where I find her 
at this time. 

“ H m you want to know plenty. If I tell you can I take 
it that you wont come back here bothering me any morc- 
and that you 11 stay dumb? ” 

Surely. I never have had a name as a human loudspeaker 
t*o right ahead. 

“That’s easy Old May Freeman is her mother! Now get 
out of here, please. e 

me. o? not? 8 ’’ 3 * 1 ^ 01601 ° ff ' Want rae t0 take lhe ^ rl with 

Let me give you one tip before you go,” said Teddv “ 1 
know Uiat joint in Brewer Street pretty well If you don’. 

!^ e . 1 U ‘ e d3 ^ e 5 llh Z°" ]Vd take 0 heavy bet that you wouldn’t 
»,j ? se ,ns,de ‘be door. Understand me? ” 

Id be every sort of a prize can if I didn’t. Thanks for 

he news, lad. Now come outside, and raise your voice a trifle 

club°a U nH 0 n der thC g ‘ r ^ my . SClf 10 ^ to hell out of your 
club and never come back again. Follow 9 ” 3 

,»uW Ifll g "T d br , ood . l! :- That of lie programme he 

could fill easily, and with true feeling. He besantn fJl na 

a Xc, chLTTn: k ? P g ?rf Wend ^ ^ 

lie lay of thing}. Should'‘h^L ^ “er^b"! 

“ b Y or r« L; 

"And'ww'dm h°e5 do' 

wheelbarrow! ” * y ° Ure pu8hln 8? Pm not a 

y 0 : Trih'at 3 le r n d u 0 n U ^ da y r 1 ;e^i?r t ad H ^ 

quite peeved about tilings.” * ddy WS8 becoming 

o m A ,t? n !t C0mes ,0 " p “» ,e filing peeved I can do iil, 

U T . . . 


.Wer"“ b ' IieV ' U “- 3i9,M! L «’* «mble along fa 

‘ hal y ° u «“ V*. epou.' ^ 


-i li 
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“ I was thinking that Old May Freeman’s in Brewer Street 
might suit the bill. At any rate, we wouldn’t land into any 
sort of disturbance there.” 

“ Hold your horses! ” exclaimed the girl. ‘‘I’ve known you 
for quite a time. And I’ve pushed enough number of years 
behind me to know that you’re not that sort of bloke. So 
what’s the game? Playing me for an escaped lunatic? ” 

“ You’re talking off the wrong side of the record, little one. 
What we want is peace and quiet. That’s why I suggested 
the place in Brewer Street.” 

‘‘And then tell me another one! You know what that 
dump is as well as I do.” 

“ Maybe the Greeks had a word for it at one time or another, 
but we can take a look at it, and walk out if we don’t fancy 


the scenery, can’t we? ” 

“Sez you! Tell me, how do you suppose I can fit you into 

this picture? ” , , . . 

4 ‘I never could solve puzzles, lady. You re in the game 
for what you can take out of it,. aren’t you. Very well, 
amble along with me, and I’ll see that you dont finish up 
borrowing the money for your tea this afternoon. 

“ I still don’t like the look of things a bit, she said. Then 
she shrugged her shoulders, added with the philosophy of 
her profession: ‘‘I reckon I just take it in my stride as par 
of a lifetime. Lead the way, but don t land me into the cart 

again like you did in that club. I m nervous now. 

“ You’re lucky. J'm scared stiff. Know anything about 

0, ‘‘ NofV lot. mP Most of the girls fight shy of it. I dunno 

Wl “ Can’t say I do It always seemed quiet enough, and I’ve 
never 3 heard 7 of the cops landing in on her. And that s a 

testimonial of sorts, you know. walked the pavements. 

The girl said noth.ng as they ‘J e f P remost in 

Cardby was not a, all ^ . W as s u?e T.« he couldn't 
his mind. In the first plac , ^ t he second 

get into the establishment without the g I. In landing 
place, he wanted to take a running 1 k.ck^J^ ^ 

the girl into what might well be • P j,y which 

he vfalked he tried to find a middle P^’Xut involving the 
he could gain the advantage arrived at the 

girl in the risk of the other » ul 1 J ut i 0 n. 

gloomy premises he J»? dfadc id « and [here is any trouble 
“If you re nervy, kid, he sai<l. clear . Just leave 

of any sort I will see that you get out in tn 

it to your uncle.” 
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“Yes? I don’t like the 60und of that. The place looks like 
a morgue.*’ 

“ That’s what I’m afraid of,” said Cardby to himself. Then 
he pushed the bell on the side door, held his breath, waited 
to see what storm would break. As the door came back ho 
sighed with some relief. An elderly servant poked her head 
round the small opening. Her eyes were sunken, the hair was 
bedraggled, the face pallid. It looked as though she had no 
teeth. The woman said nothing, stared at the pair as though 
they were exhibits in a show. 

“ I’d like a room,” said Mick, pushing the girl towards the 
door. The old hag commenced to shake her head. Cardby 
pushed the door farther back. They walked into a gloomy 
passage. He shivered a little as the door was closed. The 
woman said nothing, led them along a filthy passage, up a 
staircase well worn with the tread of errant feet, pulled a 
bunch of keys from her pocket, opened one of the doors, 
turned to Cardby with outstretched hand. 

“ T ^ l ,y shillings,” she announced unemotionally. The notes 
W aa G a T ,n heT - hand * She P assed the key over to Cardby, 

Then she vanished. The youngster listened to the shuffle of 
Jj.VJ , ’ and . then closed the door. His next move took the 

„irl by surprise. He led her over to the bed, sat by her side, 
and whispered to her: 

“ Listen, kid. I’ll play the game with you. I only brought 
you here because I was certain that I couldn’t get in without 

riJ 8 tbat j Ca [' l’ m not s P* nn ing you any tale. I want 

,.,° k , around this dump, and I don’t think it would be 
healthy for you to stay while I amble about a bit. At the 

have 2 left 16 Her 0 " ' ^ 'Y P f e ° pl * hcrc l ° know that you 
have left. Here is a couple of quid—and many thanks for 

services rendered. Now show me how clever you are I want 

to see how you get out of this dive without anybodv he™ 

'SrSXJt* y ° UVe Ieft - Think y ° U Can manage th y at h Jor 


M* el theZ^ dan,ned! " eXCllimed * he eirl - 

“That’s my end of the party. Take vour two j 

stage the quietest exit that this dump has ever k£“™ For 
my sake be careful, kid. All set?” Wn * For 

know ie pTace.” 011 ^ g ° ing t0 mana ** « I don’t 

rm,/* T 00 1 l ^ e ? rst timc you’ve pulled that trick ladv 
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easy, and sec that you make no sound as you go.” 

“All right, mister. If I live to be a hundred I’ll never 
forget the last hour I’ve had with you. I knew that you 
were a curious card, but now you’ve got me sitting up and 
begging. Well, at any rate, you’ve been swell with me, and 
I’ll do the best I can for you. Seems like a couple of quid 
for next door to old rope. Anything you want me to do as 1 

f o out^ M 

C °“I U want nothing except the quietest exit you’ve ever made. 
Once you’ve reached the pavement you can do whatever you 
like—with one, very, very important exception. Under no 
circumstances must you tell any person that you have been 
here with me, and that you left me behind in the dump. 

C1 “rm’no squealer. Two pounds talks a lot in my language. 

I U M?c U k h opene'd the bedroom door, bent over the banister rail 

and waSthe girl’s stealthy descent A. 

^vnfrtpd one of the ancient stairs to creak. *J ie . .. 

and cursed. Je had „ hc outside without slamming 

that she could not close it progress was 

it. So he had to descend the stans.^ look 

painfully slow. A coup e , . the stairs. So 

a deep breath, started to • Wttjce b V^ p bc quite 

far everything had travelled q{ campaigu 

wholesome. He was str,v *?8 hp( i roon ,° It was a tricky business, 
as he returned to the sordid bedroom. It wa ^ ^ TJien 

As he wondered. pl^ned. e gazed^ ^ ^ a mad plunge. 

he sighted somethmg^that decide obab i y ^ decidedi n would 

Over the bed was a bell p chance that it might. He 

not work. But there remained* chance c ^ q{ ^ pocket 

pressed with his thumb, too t he bed. The bell 

held it on his lap, and sat onthe, ing in the nether 
certainly did function. He could I h J. ard the firs , response 

regions. And it was not long before n ^ passagc below. 

^the heavy tread o£ ^“fJToufled open the door, and stood 

The youngster rose to his feet Pu e^ P^^ of he person 

behind it. As he heard the jjheezy^ haggard dooraipener 
mounting tho stairs be nol wrong. The w 

ZSJT doomed out irriuhjyt 

y„:^n', ? 0n ^«^5 some sort of a general sk.wy 
something? What is it. 


t N VI IA1IO.N T O T II K I.RA V I. 


77 


“ Come inside just for a moment, madame,” said Mick 
gently. She walked into the bedroom. Immediately Cardby 
closed the door behind her, turned the key in the lock, and 
stepped behind her to prod the gun into her worn ribs. “ 1 
don’t want you to do anything for a moment but keep your 
mouth shut. If you’ll do that I might decide to let you live. 
Move across the room.” 

“My God!” she sobbed. “Have you gone mad? What 
is the matter with you? ” 

“ Nothing much, my sweet one. I want some information 
from you, and so long as you give it to me without lying or 
hesitating I won’t shoot you. I’ve got a gun stuck into your 
ribs, and I don’t mind using it if you try to pull anything fast 
on me. Move over towards that fireplace. Thanks.” 

Cardby moved so that he faced her. She stared at the grim 
automatic, and shuddered. Her bloodless lips were quivering. 
Mick spoke softly and slowly: 

I came into this house for three things, madam, and you 
can help me get all the things I want. Are you going to be 
sensible, or do you wanna die? ” 

Where s your friend? I don’t understand. I haven’t 
done you any harm, and if you want money you’re talking 
tortile wrong person. I can’t help you.” 

a j * V « C « rae ! you can * place where do 1 

find Old May Williams? We’ll start with that item. Don’t 
hesitate, and tell the truth.” 

“ She isn’t in the house at the moment. What do you want 
her for, mister? ” 

Hu^ a uV” kine thC qUeSti ° nS ' Where can 1 find her quickly? 

the matter 8 ? 0 ”* ^ ^ C0Unlry with a parly of folk - What’s 
few ^hours’ 1 ” dau ^ kter been here during the course of last 


Shi S left "q^cUy ” n0t rauch ra0re ,han an hour “80- The., 

“ Did she go to join her mother, or where did she go to? ” 

She asked me where her mother was. I told her Then 

she asked me a few more questions, and went away without 
saying anything else to me.” y wuuout 

around'" lierjTatclyT’' h " b ° y ^ M " Cey? Seen him 

dhL?r f .imeT’ 1 haV<! ' He hCTe wi,h 01d Ma V about 

kaV,; an> ' raCS8age be ‘ ,ind {ur ,lis 8bl 
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“ He did. And I gave her the message before she left here. 
What’s wrong? ” 

“Nothing much. What exactly was the message that was 
left here for May? ” 

“ He wanted her to meet him and her mother at the 
Brentham place.” 

“ The Brentham place? Can you give me the exact 
address? I want it.” 

“ I dunno the address, but I know the place well enough. 

I’m all at sea.” , , , . c 

"You won’t be for long! Have you heard anything from 

Old May, or from Reg Macey about what they’ve been doing 
to-day, or about what they intend to do? Think carefully 
before you answer. It is very, very important. 

“ All I can tell you is that Macey brought another two 
gentlemen along here a while ago, and then they left here 

W, Mick ld took a a deep breath, felt his heart thump violently as 

“ Give me some description of the two gentlemen he brought 

Ul “ Well C one of them was a stoulish man about fifty old. He 

face, wore a brown suit. The other man wa^-j 

jr£ S - * 

pocket. 


CHAPTER TEN 


FURTHER TROUBLE 

“ Was the man with Macey and Ac tdder ™ as following 

aged nearer forty than thirty? asked hp i ng to 

the information given to him by 1 There ^uld be no 

fasten the loose threads. She nodded. 

further doubt. He hesitated W«» * have a telephone. 

“ Of course, in a dump li^e tms yo 

Where is it? ” • I’m glad you put that gun 

'• In the living-room downsta . ; ® t ha a come. Don t 

away, mister. I thought my last m> 

hurt me. I'm only an old what y „u're doing in a 

“ Tell me just who you are, an 

place like this. 
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“ I’ve been here for thirty years. I came to London with 
May then.” 

“ How do you get along with the man I’m looking for, Reg 
Macey? ” 

“Ugh!” Her fear and disgust were unmistakable. “I 
hate him. But we can’t do anything about it. He treats us 
something awful. Struck me time and again.” 

“ Right, madam, this is your big moment. I’m going to 
give you a chance to take the sweetest revenge you’ve ever 
heard of in your life. But first of all I want you to lead me 
to that telephone. Stand by my side while I make the call. 
I don’t want you to pull a vanishing trick. Understand? ” 

She nodded wearily. It occured to him that she had passed 
through so much that she was mentally incapable of 
understanding anything. He followed her down the stairs, 
dialled for his office. Miss Wheeler answered the call. 

“ You know who this is,” he said cautiously, “ and you 
know I gave some instructions for two men working for me 
to telephone the office from time to time. All clear? Right. 
Then get this: the next time they telephone, tell them that 
they must return immediately to the office, as I must sec them 
at the earliest possible moment. I will be along in about ten 
minutes.” 

“ I think I have that all clear. You mean Sammy and 
Buster Craig? ” 

“ Precisely. Stress to them the fact that it is a matter of 
urgency.” 

“ I will. And I’ll stress to you the fact that detectives have 
been here twice asking for you, and I’m expecting them to 
return at any moment. So? ” 

“ That’s damned awkward, but I’ll have to take a chance. 
I’ll be along.” k 

“ Wait a minute. If I can contact the two men you want 
I’ll lock up the office and see you in that restaurant in Maiden 
Lane. So look in there first in case I’ve got any news for 
you. That’ll avoid some of the risk.” 

“You’re a bright child. I’ll buy you a pint one day with 
great pleasure.” Cardby smacked down the receiver, turned 
to the wizened woman by his side, said, “ And now I’ll come 
with you while you put on your best bib and tucker. I am 
going to take you out for a ride—and a drink, if you’re a 
good girl.” 

She had passed beyond the point when she felt disposed to 

. , 1^ droom on the ground floor, 

supped on a coat, perched a hat on her grey hair, waited for 
the youngster to give his next instructions. He took her by 
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the arm. led the way through the house, asked at the door: 

“ Do you want to lock up this place or leave it as it 
stands?” 

“ I’ll have to leave it open, sir. There are people inside 
now, and I can’t very well fasten them in, can I? The place 
won’t run away, mister.” 

“A very wise lady. We'll dive into this taxi.” They 
clambered into the cab that pulled up at the kerb. Mick 
played for safety, told the driver to Vait for them at the 
corner of Bedford Street and Maiden Lane. A few minules 
later he left the woman sitting in the taxi while he walked 
along to the restaurant. Miss Wheeler was sitting at one 
of the side tables. Cardby sat by her side, ordered a pot of 
tea. As the waitress moved away she said: 

“ Buster Craig was on the line a few seconds after you rang 
off. I told him to come here right away. He’ll be here at 
any moment. I’ll get back to the office in case Sammy 1-erbes 

is making a call. Anything else wanted? ” 

“You’re doing very well, my dear. Just hold ott those 

^Mick beckoned to the waitress, told her that he would return 
in a few seconds, hurried back to the taxi, told the driver 

l ° “Y'think^he said to the old lady, “ that you had better 
come in with me, and we’ll have a pot of tea together. I 
have to meet a friend here m a few minutes. Ca “ d ° 

with something to eat. What about you, madame. 

They were finishing the pot of tea, and buttered scones, when 

and whispered so that the woman could no hiear 

“Here's .he key away, 

ftt *57ou £ r“s« o? the story when yon come back. Don. 

be A f!l ,0 as e aar B Ke Mick paid .he bilhjalked 
outside, paid off the tax. dr.ver.They had on Mic k 

to wait before Micks car swu g Crai^: 

helped the woman into the car, hil< *. \ have a talk 
“You drive for the time being, Buster, ^ ^ the 

to my friend Head just t! e ai s trict cut through into 
White City. When you get■*» * until \ tc ll you exactly 

Western Avenue, and keep *o 8 pinched, but don t 

what I do want you to do. Don t get p 

dawdle.” 


INVITATION TO THE C it A V E 



Mick talked to the woman as the car sped west. She seemed 
less distressed. 

“ Let’s start by having your real name,” he said. “ It 
might be useful.” 

“ Mary Edge, but I haven’t been called that name for thirty 
years.” 

“ Then it will be a change for you, Mary. How does it come 
about that you know this place at Brentham, but that you 
don’t know the address? ” 

“Just that each time I’ve been there I've been driven. I’ll 
be able to recognise it all right once we get somewhere near 
to the place.” 

“That’s good news. When we get on to Western Avenue I 
will drive the car, and I want you to sit by my side. Then 
you can direct me as we go.” 

“I’ll be able to do that very easily. Is anything awful going 
to happen? ” 

“That I can’t say at the moment. But I’ll see that you’re 

not placed in any danger. Would it trouble you very much 

if Old May and Reg Macey got into any trouble? I don’t 
mean a small spot of bother—real trouble.” 
t “ Sir,” said the woman, and there were tears in her eyes. 

if you could put them in some place where they couldn’t 

hurt me I would pray for you until I died. I’ve tried to get 

away from them for years, and each time I’ve been beaten 

up, locked up, starved. At the finish I dare not try to get 

away.” 

“I suppose they both thought you knew too much to be 
let loose? ” 

That must have been the reason, sir. They terrify me. 

u y ? ar , s pSSt ** ve been working every hour of the day in 
that hole, and they’ve never given mo a penny. The 

only clothes I’ve got are old things that May has giveni 

to me when she’s finished with them, and they’ve been worn 
out* 


If . my bet 16 «ght, my dear, Im going to put both of 
them in a place where they can’t trouble you or anybody else 
for quite a number of years. So by helping me as much as 
you can you will only be helping yourself.” 

at hV, iS ?L Ce l ° think that ” , Cardb y twi8ted his head, looked 

a ‘ h " n Was V ,C,OU .? bit * in her voice - Tb e face was 

aUv A? ed ’ knew that he had a ^liable 

would W i ld , ady had her T n ' Vfl y Re S M acey and May 
W °« vk , e pIenty . comin 8 to them. 

th,- 0 TJ ere » “ ore information I want before we get near to 
this place, he said. I can understand why Macey uses four 
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or five dives in Soho, but I can’t see for the life of me why 
he wanted a place out at Brentham. Maybe you can explain 
that mystery to me. I’m quite puzzled.” 

“ I think,” she said quietly, “ he used that place when he 
was handling people it would have been dangerous to handle 
in Soho. Maybe they were too well known, or had too many 
friends in the Soho district. I expect so.” 

“ That sounds very reasonable, and would explain what I 
am looking for. Is this a big place they have? I’d like to 
know as much about it as you can tell me before we arrive 
there. Just give me an eye-picture of it.” 

“ Do you know those parts around Brentham at all, sir? Do 
you happen to know that there’s some sort of a hospital there 
—an isolation place? ” 

“I may have passed it without taking any notice of the 

place. Well? ” ...... 

“ Macey has got an oldish place lying between that hospital 

and the River Brent. I can show it you when we get a bit 


nearer.” _ t 0 wt . .. 

“That’s splendid. What size is the place? What are the 

grounds like? How long has he had it? Does he own it or 

rent it? I’d like any details.” 

“I think he rented it from a man about four or five years 
ago I’m not certain, but I don’t think he bought it. It isn t 
very big. I’d say there would be about ten rooms altogether, 

and the grounds are not very big. , 

“ Right, thanks. Buster, pull to a stop, and get out of he 
driving 8 seat. I want you to change places, and get into the 
back of the car. I reckon you know that I m leading you m 

a large quantity of trouble? ’’ ,, run away from it 

« That s my second name, and 1 ve never ru j 


ye £ -ss 

Hanger Lane and W^ern Avenue .he old lady placed a hand 
°"otu7heu 6 er|ow down now m U.eI^ano.h. .hree - 

,t r p^e Ute H y .° U show be i. .o r you ? .here isn'. any.hin 8 else you’ll 

be wanting me to do, « there. don’t land into 

“ Don’t get nervous, Mary I. H see that^ ^ & h|)ndrcd 

anything too bad. Im going P ^ 15ke tQ stay in y()Ur 

^ 8 un^h"s P 'v« I don. nund in .he leas.. Is - 

Pl ‘-Tu°rn off .o f 'he 0r rih e . "hundred yards far.her along. Ihen 
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I’ll show you the house. And I’d rather stay in the car, if 

you don’t mind.” . 

They swung round into a narrow road. Mary gripped his 

arm, pointed, said: 

“ See that tallish place with the slate roof and the four 
chimneys? ” 

Cardby followed the outstretched line of her fingers and 
nodded his head. The house was not very secluded, just 
sufficiently far away from the next property to provide a 
reasonable degree of isolation. 

“ And that.” said Mary Edge, “ is the place where you’ll find 
’em. And I hope for my sake that they don’t break away. If 
they do it means lilies for me.” 

“ Don’t trouble yourself, lady. Before I leave you there are 
a few odd bits of news I’m wanting. How many people are 
there likely to be in the house? What sort of a guard is there 
outside or inside the place? Be truthful.” 

“ I haven’t been there more than a dozen times since Maccy 
took the place. There seem to be a couple of men there 
mostly. At least, I haven’t seen any other folk hanging 
around. If there is any guard, I don’t know of it.” 

‘‘That will be all for the moment. Just sit tight in this 
car, and don’t show yourself. So long os you remain out of 
sight they’ll never guess who brought me here. I’ll be buck 
for you as soon as I can get. Be comfortable.” 

Mary Edge looked as though comfort had never existed in 
her worn life, as though even the memory of earlier days had 
faded from her mind. She brought out a handkerchief, was 
sobbing quietly, when the two men climbed out of the car, 
took one look along the narrow road and then moved slowly 
forward. 

‘‘ Got any bright ideas, Mick? ” asked Craig. “ Or do we 
take it in our stride? ” 

“ I want you to take most of the risk, Buster. Do you mind 
a lot, laddie? ” 

“ Isn’t like you to say anything along those lines, Mick, 
but let me hear what’s in your mind, and the rest of the 
programme you can leave to me.” 

“ Right. I will. The people in that dump know me, but 
they don’t know you. So I’d like you to rattle on their front 
door, put the fear of death into them about nothing, and 
distract their attention while I force my way into the house 
through the back. Hold them for as long as you can. Once 
you’ve got an idea that I might be inside, play the cards your 
own way. It isn’t for me to tell you what to do. Use your 
head first, and your strength afterwards. Just get the main 
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thing stuck well into your dome: I want you to see that 
attention is concentrated on the front of the house while I bust 
in from the hack. Whatever happens afterwards lies in the 
proverbial lap of the powers that be. So this, Buster, is the 
-pot where we part company. Good luck.” 

Craig offered no argument. His eyes were shining brightly. 
He, beyond any doubt, was enjoying himself, even hummed 
as he walked along the road. Cardby vaulted over a gate, 
started to cross a small meadow. His coat collar was turned 
up, and he kept his face twisted to the left as lie walked. 
Two houses backed on to the field. And the second place 
was his objective. For a few seconds he paced as though 
the bank of the river might be his sole aim and object. INot 
until he drew nearer to the wall surrounding the other property 
did lie swing to the right. Then he bent into a crouch, and 
his stride grew more lengthened. In the distance a dog. 

commenced to hark. Cardby cursed it. 

He became somewhat more distresed when a man poked 
his head over the wall, stared at him with vacuous intensity. 

and then asked stridently: , 

•' What’s up, mister ' Have you lost your way about these 

P " t Not 1, vVl” said Mick. He took a look at the man, decided 
that there mi*S be every reason why his friends or re alm* 
kept him in a somewhat isolated spot. The stranger conlmucd 
» watch him with the absorbed interest of an td.o. and 

frontal attack, or .tart a helluva ™w moveroc „ t3 when 

There was no hesitancy in 1 y h JL w j t h the slate roof 
he reached the wal Lf .» u thought, was not more than 
and four chimneys. The , vaulted it without any real 

five fee. high He 1'^ am ong a cluster of shrubs, paused 
effort, arrived on all fours a g been notlce d. 

,o listen for sounds adverting that tus entry^ ^ ^ 

He heard nothing, peered above t started to worm 

saw that the unkempt garden was e p y. he hear the 

his W ay towards the rear of rite house.^ A* ^ ^ Th 

dog barking The ,,me j That could only mean that 

^trCrM^hadTheady arrived, was probably hammermg an 

*'mIT tora'doren strides to reach the -nantsM 
cover 6 foi^hjng, *breathed' m^eUevedly when he saw the 
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windows opening on to the garden. A second later he arrived 
in the room. It was empty, scantily furnished, smelt musty. 
For an instant he hesitated, could not make up his mind 
whether or not he had acted the fool, walked like a nitwit 
into an easy trap. But as he stood on the time-worn carpet 
he heard voices raised. And among the angry tones he could 
distinguish Buster Craig’s resonant bass. The chance was too 
good to miss. He crossed quickly to the inner door, twisted 
the knob, was not surprised to find that the lock was turned. 
Quickly he pulled a skeleton key from his pocket, made half 
a dozen quick twirls, smiled again as lie heard the slight 
click as the wards fell back. Then he decided that to hurry 
unduly would be foolish. So he waited. 

With the door held slightly ajar he could hear the voice* 
raised at the front of the house. And as he listened he 
nodded his head approvedly. Buster was complaining bitterly 
that he only wanted water for his car, was cursing some 
person or people as the most lousy, uncharitable person ever 
born. Cardby pulled the door nearer to him, moved his head 
slowly round the opening. The luck was against him. He 
could see into a dark, narrow passage. But the front of the 
house was blocked from his view by the closed door at the 
end of the passage. He decided to investigate while the 
going was good. The angry voices became more und more 
strident, increasingly belligerent. Craig was doing his stuff in 
the manner of a real hero. The luck seemed too good to last. 
It was! 

Before Mick could reach the passage he heard the door 
behind him creaking as it opened slightly. He whipped 
round to see a sight that brought a curse to his lips and a 
quick beat to his heart. The face peering into the narrow 
passage belonged to Reg Macey’s girl friend! There couldn’t 
be two faces about with so much vicious venom painted on 
them. The girl was pulling the door towards her when Mick 
snatched the automatic from his pocket, pointed it directly at 
the vanishing head and called as loudly as he dared: 

“Hold it. May! You’ve crossed me once. Close that door 
and you’ll never live to pull a fast one on anybody else. And 
if you raise your voice I’ll blow your eyes out! I couldn’t 
miss, so shout if you really want to die.” 

The girl’s lips parted, and she hesitated for on instant too 
long. Cardby reached the door in three strides. And as he 
took those paces his mind was working at top speed. He 
knew that the time for delicacy was well past. The automatic 
rose and fell. The girl sobbed once, started to crumple. He 
grabbed her by the arm, pulled her towards him to break her 
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fall. She faded out on the floor. Before he could straighten 
himself he heard a man bellowing: 

“ May, May, come out here to the front a minute. And 
hurry.” 

Cardby's heart held a horrible fear. Did the call mean 
that Buster Craig had taken all that Reg Macey could give 
him. that he wanted the girl to help pull the body inside the 
house? The youngster didn't wait to speculate any further. 
He paced along the passage, flung back the door with no 
pretence at secrecy or quietness. Immediately he found 
himself in the hall. The man who stood with his back to 
the hall commenced to turn round. Instantly Craig let loose 
a punch that started from his hip. The unconscious figure 
soared into the air, came hurtling across the hall towards 

Cardby. Mick grinned, bowed. 

•Smart work, Buster” he said. “I couldn t have worked 
out the programme better if we had had a rehearsal. Step 
right into the office, wipe your feet on the mat, and close 
the door behind you. Now we want some rope. 1 here s 
another stiff pitched in the passage behind me. Seems 

infectious here.” , , , . . , , , „ 

Buster Craig grinned gleefully, sucked his knuckles lor a 

moment. Cardby put his foot under the man on the floor 
twisted him over. Immediatetly the smile faded away from 
his face, frowns appeared on his brow. He sighed, remarked. 

“Trouble is, laddie, that your victim doesnt happen to b 
Reg Macey! Looks as though our main trouble still lies ahead. 
Watch your step. You can bet that Macey knows that plenty 
U wrong that he’ll be here at any second, and he II be 
shooting when he does arrive. 1 think you took one of h.s 

Sm “ 1 Then >11 scout round and look for the big shot ” said 
Craig. “While I take an amble round you can fasten p 

th “ and 

lock the‘door. Then" I can ge? around the^^ 

them, don’t 

Un aa k ig t pou d ted r almost like a small child 

seize the man on the floo y coal, shook him 

picked him up as though he weresac* 

for an instant, turned to M,cb vou*landed in dreamland? 
“And where is the other bloke you landca 

ril take ’em both.” 
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“ The other stiff is a lady. But perhaps I’ve got the wrong 
word for her. I will show you where she is, see you settled 
down in the room, and then start rambling around the mansion. 
Drag your victim with you, laddie. Head this way. ’ 

Mick swung back the passage door, stopped suddenly, 
blinked his eyes. Craig waited for him to make a move. The 
youngster turned to stare at him, remarked: 

“ I dunno whether we’ve walked into an illusionist’s show 
or what really is happening. I crowned the dame, and left 
her at the end of this passage.” 

“ And she isn’t to be found there any more,” said Craig 
helpfully. 

“I thought you might notice that,” remarked Mick. “It 
looks as though Macey had gate-crashed our party in much 
the same way as we gate-crashed his. That means plenty of 
trouble. Buster, and I’m going to look for it.” 


. CHAPTER ELEVEN 

MORE CONFUSION 

44 Wait for a second, Mick,” said Craig. “ I’ve got a better 
idea about things. You know nothing about the lay-out of this 
place, you’ve got no notion where to find your father, where to 
find Reg Macey, or where to find anything or anybody. So 
how’d you like me to find out some of the answers for you 
before you start prowling round. It’d save quite a lot of 
trouble a lot of risk.” 

“ Are you telling me? And what’s the happy thought behind 
your great mind? ” 

“ A very simple one, Mick. This bloke will come round in 
a couple of minutes. And I’m not feeling too amiable about 
things in general. The other blokes reckon that they’re tough. 
So why not play them at their own game? This stiff means 
nothing to me, but he might mean a lot to himself if I want 
him to talk and he decides he’d rather stay dumb. Get the 
idea properly, Mick? ” 

“ H’m.” The youngster looked at the man on Buster’s arm. 
There was nothing genial about the glance. Then he turned 
to Craig: ‘‘You want to work on the bloke until he does talk? 
All right, Buster. I’m with you all the way. When my old 
man is snatched the time’s well past for playing pretty-pretty. 
Make a start any way you like. So long as you can make hini 
set up a really useful squeal, I don’t give a twopenny hoot 
what you do to him or whether he lives after he’s talked. Get 
him into this back-room, and give him all you’ve got.” 



88 


I N \ I 1 A I l O > 1 O 1 U t O H A V E 


Hold your horses, Mick. What do you reckon you’d be 
doing while I worked on him? The whole scheme is to see 
that you chance nothing until we know a bit more about the 
set-up. I reckon you’d do better to stay with me.” 

Cardby shook his head vigorously. There was nothing 
hesitant about him. 

“ I dare not do it, Buster.” he said quietly. “ The fact that 
the girl has been moved means one thing for certain—it 
means that Reg Macey knows I ain in this house. And what 
follows on that? Just that he wouldn’t care a damn about 
rubbing my father out if he thought it would help matters. 
No, lad, I couldn’t take the risk. I’ll have to find Dad before 
anything happens.” 

“ Use your head, Mick. I’m holding a man here who can 
soon tell us where to find your father. Isn’t that better than 
wandering aimlessly? Wouldn’t it be much safer for your 
father if vou started the search by knowing the answer to it. 
I reckon you’d he risking his life more than you would your 
own. And it wouldn't be at all like you to take that sort o 


Mick was silent for an appreciable time before he patted 
Craig’s arm, walked towards the room at the back, pointed 

to the door and said: „ . . . ,, 

“ Take him in there and let him have all that it needs. 1 m 

certain that Macey will make a break for it durmg the next 
minute or two. And I don’t intend that he should leave Dad 
behind as a corpse when lie tries to stage: his exit. « 

.. that bloke talks bellow out for me. I 11 be abouk 
“I still think that you’re wrong, Mick. You rc taking a 


Ch ‘ril t0 b° “n my own shoulders. Fasten that dour from the 
inside, and kee./an eye on those garden wtndows. 1 don. 

Wa "it-U , K y totTtd 6 for uTS he tries anything like that. 


>elieve me.” . , used t0 handling 

“You’re wrong. Buster Macey ■ k fight hie way . 

iis fists. And you re not use Watch the man 

Je wouldn’t come within ten feet ot ^ „ 

rou’ve got. His eyes are fl lhe man from him 

Craig shook his head regre fid Y. «' a cra sh. A 
•o that he arrived on the floor k took a qu ick glance 

noment later the dour was close L M passage, walked 

Hi. father? Then 
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he placed the origin of the sound, headed towards the rear of 
the house with set lips, eager eyes. He knew who had 
screamed knew that Buster Craig had already started work! 

At the end of the passage he found a side door, opened 
it. Stone steps led down from the door. Obviously he stood 
at the entrance to the cellars. It was while he tried to stare 
into the darkness helow that another, a more unusual, thought 
flashed through his mind. Why had that dog ceased harking 
at the front of the house? He took another look at the door, 
found that there was a catch on the outside, swung it round 
and retraced his steps into the hall, out to the front of the 
house. There was no sign of a dog. He whistled. The sound 
did not carry. It was deadened by another 6cream from the 
back room. The youngster tried again. Nothing happened. 
The place, apart from the two screams from the rear, was 
uncannily, quiet far too quiet. Again he strode back to the 
cellar door, swung hack the catch, decided to take a chance. 


cupped his hands round his mouth and bellowed loudly: 
“Mick here. Dad! Are you anywhere about the house?’’ 
He heard the echo of his voice. But as the sound ebbed 
away it seemed to him that he heard another noise, a faint, 
distant whimper. The sound was dim, impossible to trace. 
But there was no doubt that he had heard it. Mick wus 
unsettled, wondered which would be the best line of play. He 
pulled a torch from his breast pocket, flashed the beam of 
light down the stairs, decided that nothing could be gained 
by remaining stationary. So he started the descent, pausing 
on every stair, straining his ears for a further coll. He was 
not more than half-way down the flight when he beard tbr 
curious, dim whimper again. And this time he was certain 
that the noise came from the cellars. Some of his caution 
vanished. He bit his bottom lip as he moved more hastily. 
Ihe tune had passed when stealth meant everything. Reg 
Macey knew that he was in the house. Concealment was 

ul l °° L kcd , as lh f ugh the fight "ould Start on the 

w!r~ Wlth nothin 8 barred on either side! 

When he arrived at the foot of the stairs he found three- 

doors facing him. One of the doors was ajar, the others 

were locked. Mostly he mistrusted the open door. Macev 

was cute enough to lull anybody into a false feeling of 

round^tbp S ° He 8l ? mmCd back the d,,or - flashed his torch 
Zr K l°°u’ Xt x was empt y- Dust covered the Stone 

Sto other W door s h " n TI ‘ he ”*?«• He ,ur ” ed *° OMmine 

me other doors. They were massive, fashioned in onk 
rapped against one with the butt-end of his gun. And k again 
he heard that low whine. Cardhy looked a. the lock I, ^ 
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too massive to yield to any skeleton key, had been made in , 
the days when cellar keys weighed half a pound apiece. 
Mick knew that only one real chance remained, called out: 

“ Get away from the door. I’m going to blow the lock. 
Stand back.” 

Three times he fired before he slammed his shoulder 
against the door. As he strained against it for the second 
time the tongue of the lock snapped. The hinges creaked, 
and he stood back for a second. Then he swung the beam 
of light in a quick circle round the cellar. The sight that 
met his gaze made him catch his breath, and he took a second 
look. A man was fastened against the wall on the far side 
of the cellar. He was whimpering. Cardby drew closer to 
him As he advanced a sudden thought flashed through his 
mind that he had seen the man before. But he could not 
place him. The man was nearer sixty than fifty, the face 
was sallow, the body slim, and tears were flooding down his 

face. He whined again as Mick drew " earer ; , 

“Who are you? ” asked the youngster. What are \ou 

doing in this cellar? , , , u- wr ists were 

* r. n 3“S “to "the TnI ™». 

Mkk looked at !he padlock, again raised his gun, spoke to 

the man before he fired the shot. hurt 

“ Don’t jerk your wrist when I fire. 1 m not * £ 

you, mister. . , , ». on *he padlock. Cardby 

The first shot shattered j n P his pocket while 

wrenched the chain away, P person stumbled against 

he helped the man to his feet, the per^ There was 

i«m. P lac «£ an on ar t h e r floor Mick pushed the man away from 
a wooden box on the no . tones as he said: 

him with gentle ease, spoke to him . w sol Don ? t be 

“There is another person "* r * 1 Z very long. Just sit 
afraid. I am not going o e then I will be back 

on this box for a minute or lw0 an “ J d noW , s ir.” 
with you. You’ve got no cause t ^ sigh> started to r ub 
The man slumped down with ? ug f from bis pocket, 

his wrists. Cardby pulled ■ * the other door. His 

reloaded the automatic, over 

heart was thumping as he called ou ^ calling . Are you 
‘Are you there. Dad. 


there? 




The answer came so 


once again: 

“ I can’t hear you 

This is Mick.” 


faintly that Mick had to raise his voice 
Is that you, Dad? Can you hear me? 
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The reply was more audible. The youngster felt beads of 
sweat forming on his forehead as he heard the faint 
response: 

“ Yes, lad. I’m here. Can you get this door open? I feel 
three parts dead.” 

Again Mick levelled the gun, slammed shot after shot into 
the tongue of the lock. At his fifth attempt he heard the 
sudden snap, pushed at the door. He was glad that the light 
was poor. It is never becoming to have eyes flooded with 
tears. His father was crouched against the side wall. The 
first thing Mick saw was the blood mask on his father’s face. 
It was later that he saw the heavy chains round the waist and 
the WTists. The older man tried to scramble to his feet, to 
stand erect. His show was gallant, but by no means an entire 
success. He swayed dizzily, was glad when Mick whipped 
his arm around his wrist. For a few painful seconds neither 
spoke. There are moment when words seem so stupid, so 
empty, so meaningless. This was one of those moments. The 
youngster did not want to look at his father. Instead he 
diverted his glance as he spoke to him almost like a mother 
talking: 

Don t worry, l)ad. Your troubles are over now. I’ll soon 
see you out of those chains, and then we’ll be all set to start 
heading for home. Don’t strain against them yourself. I’ll 
soon shoot them off. Take it easy. Dad.” 

Mick’s task was harder than he had imagined. Four or five 
minutes went by before the chains fell to the stone floor with 
a hideous jingle of sound. Mick clutched his father’s arm, 
waited until the older man was more balanced before he made 
a move of any sort. Then he said warningly: 

Dont rely on yourself. Dad. Just throw your weight on 
me and everything will be exactly what the doctor ordered. 
And don t try to talk. There’ll be plenty of time for that 
when you ve had a rest and feel better. Like me to wipe 

T N °\ tha t b l°°d from your face before you make a move? ” 

he/xVno^ h ‘ S fa ' her - “ A " 1 o«. of 

A '‘{ n(l , that ’ s exact] y "hat’s going to happen to you. Feel 
as though you can try the climb up those stairs or wouTd 
you rather rest for a while? ” ld 

as ^r'ea^ Twf' r ^ me ° U ,' ° f here as 'thickly 

7 T you can. 1 here s plenty I want to tell you. I don’t want 

«! e „ yo . u get hurt * Let ’ 8 nt 
you used i 8 tn t 'h P DO T t *** hurrying / You ’ re not as young as 
you like me to‘carr^youUpstairs? 8 ” g °“ l ° ° r WOuld 
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“ When 1 can't walk, Mick, you can bury me deep. I’ll 
just lean on you.” 

They lurched forward together, reached the foot of the 
stairs. For an instant Mick waited to call out to the man in 
the other cellar: 


“ Don’t get worried. I’m not leaving you entirely. I’ll see 
that you’re looked after in a few minutes. Sit down and rest 
yourself until then. See if you can get the use back into vour 
limbs while you're waiting.” 

The progress up the stairs was slow, painfully slow. On 
each second stair they had to wait while the father recovered 
his breath. Mick was feeling weary when they reached the 
ground floor. He led his father into the hall. 

“ Sit down on this chair for a couple of minutes, Dad,” he 
said. “ I’ve got Buster Craig here with me, and I want to have 
a word with him before we leave. Stretch your legs while I’m 
away, and rub your wrists a bit.” 

The father sank on to the chair like a sack of wet meal. He 
had no power to argue. And Mick had taken a look at his 
father’s face in the light of day, and was glad to walk away 
for a few moments. The crimson mask of blood made a 
hideous travesty of the face he knew so well. Mick rapped 
on the door of the back room, waited until Buster Craig 
snapped back the bolt. His first glance into the mom told 
him all he wanted to know about the man he had parked 
with Craig. So he beckoned to his friend, called softly: ^ 

“ I’ve got a job for you, laddie. Come oyer here. I don t 
want to shout the roof from the house. Did it scare you when 


you heard that gun rattling? " . 

‘‘Not a bit. I thought you were having a bit of practice. 
What’s wrong? I reckon this bloke is almost ready to throw 
up his heart and come clean with whatever he knows. Let 
me have another ten minutes with him. and then you H kno'v 
the answers to all the questions. Just give me time, Mick 
“ You can forget it. Buster. I’ve collected the old man 
and in a couple of minutes I’ll be on my way with ta. 

I want you to lay off this cove and do a job of work that 

your father. 

""■•You 5 heard me die firs, time I’m not s!£.«»■s boy- Em 
listen .0 me I. pays be«er . an tnterfe m^ ThercJ 1#f 

E. °^o,W ; £ 

myself, but I daren’t dn 
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that while the old man is needing attention so badly. So I 
want to beat off to a doctor with my father while you collect 
the other fellow, bring him along to your own place, and then 
wait until you get a line over the blower from me. How does 
that strike you? Is it a good proposition or a bad one? 
That’s all.” 

“Hell, Mick but you’re a fast mover! You just want me 
to leave this lad on the floor, collect the other party, take him 
to my place and then wait? ” 

“ Nothing else, Buster, except for one thing. Before yon 
leave, give this man such a crack on the jaw that he won’t 
come round for half an hour. Then, as you dive out, telephone 
the local police, tell them that the man is most dangerous, 
that he is badly wanted by Inspector Wales, of the Special 
Branch, that he can obtain any information he wants from 
the firm of Cardby and Son, and that the man must be parked 
in a cell until he is collected. It is not that I want the bloke 
to run adrift. It is just that I have got a more important 
job for you. And having said all that mouthful I’ll leave you 
to follow my instructions. Don’t start using your own common 
sense about the way in which you interpret them, lad. Just 
follow them blindly, and if any arrangements go wrong I'll 
carry the can back for both of us. All clear? ” 

“ Sounds all right to me, Mick. How is your father? Did 
anybody hurt him? ” 

“ Use your head, Buster. What makes me talk about taking 
him to a doctor if his only trouble is flatulence through 
injudicious feeding? I’ll, be on my way now. Don’t forget to 
crown this man before you go. It doesn’t matter if he comes 
round to-morrow. In fact, lad, that might be all to the good. 
So use your arm instead of your unduly sympathetic head. 
So long.” 

Before Craig could find any response Cardby had walked 
into the hall. He raised his father slowly. The older man 
tried hard to stifle a groan. The effort was not a complete 
success. Mick felt inclined to groun in unison. Pain is much 
easier to bear than the agony of watching a loved one take 
it. They reached the drive by easy stages. The youngster 
hadn’t realised before what solid flesh his father carried on 
his frame. But he knew all about it by the time he had 
reached the narrow road fronting his house. And he knew 
even more about it as he paraded along the pnthway, heading 
tor his car. It was a few seconds later when the youngster ’9 
heart dropped towards his boots. He could not see Mary 
Ldge sitting in the car. It was not that a premonition had 
gripped him. Rather was it that his mind was seized liv a 
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certainty, a conviction, an established knowledge that things 
were more wrong than he had anticipated. With each step 
he became more tired, and each yard told him that his 
troubles were not yet over—not by the proverbial mile. His 
father raised his partially glazed eyes and he looked towards 
the car. Something of a smile broke the dried blood mask. 

“ I see you’ve brought your own tank along with you, Mick,” 


he said. 

“ I’m not certain as yet whether I’ll be using it,” said Mick, 
trying to ease the blow he felt positive was due to arrive. 
Then he took one glance at the side window of the car. The 
glass was spattered. Seams ran in every direction from the 
neat hole bored through the window. It was scarcely necessary 
to look for any further evidence of what had happened. But 
he had it presented to him without any real search. There 
was every reason why Mary Edge was not sitting as he had 
left her. Her body was crumpled on the floor. B ood had 
poured from her neck over the rug in the car. Mick sat his 
father down on the running-board, tried to open the side door, 
found that it was jammed. He walked round the car to the 
rear door. It unfastened to his grip. The youngster took a 
deep breath, bent forward and hoisted poor Mary Edge from 
her perch on the floor, planted her on the seat at the side 
of his own, and then unlocked the far <Joor from the mside. 

Still swallowing hard, he strolled round to his father, raised 
him from the running-board, hoisted him. throu & , . [ 

door placed him with care on the seat at the back of the car. 
Then he resumed his position in the driver s seat, took one 

X?; .0 make .he 

-Xh^rwXm /o under such c— 
and R.A.C. had never laugh, one So tm took a deep 

pressed his too, on .he pedal and would eilhe r 
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There may be gods of fate, c £. dby during his mad 
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everything would be told crowded streets until he 

JMsJLrsi. *e? .£ ri.. - 


INVITATION TO THE CRAVE 95 

definite decision, changed his mind as he arrived outside the 
doors, waved a cheerful hand to the constable on duty outside, 
and turned the wheel, heading back for his own office. Exactly 
why he made that move he was not quite certain. Maybe the 
events of the past hour had addled his reason. But he was 
twenty yards away from the building when a man stepped 
into the road and raised a hand. Cardby was cursing, 
smacking his foot again, when he recognised Sammy Forbes. 
He pulled to a stop, lowered the side window, said petulantly: 

“ Don’t tell me, Sammy, that the firm is on fire. That 
would finish it! ” 

Forbes looked at the wild-eyed youngster, and his mouth 
opened. He had seen Cardby in many tough messes, but never 
in one that would make him look like this. He took a glance 
at the swaying corpse, another look at Cardby. The whole 
affair made a Crand Guignol look like a nursery story. 

“ I’ve got some news for you. Mick,” he said, “ but I don’t 
think that at the moment you’ll be able to tuke it. Wliat’vc 
they done to you, lad? ” 

‘ Nothing much. I’ve been to the pictures, and they’re too 
strong for me.” 

Then maybe this will be too strong for you as well: your 
boy friend Wales has joined forces with the other boys and 
i6 looking for you on a double murder charge. Seems that 
you re going to have happy time. Your office is alive with 
splits, and the moment you put your foot in there you’re going 

to take a short walk and a long drop. Turn your car round 
and beat it.” 

“ Not c for , ,? moment,” said Mick. “ I’ll deliver the third 
corpse first! 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


CHANCINC SCENE 

No, no, Mick,” said Sammy Forbes, “don’t be too reckless 
You’re not giving yourself a chance. Things are bad enough 
as they are without you adding another stiff to their collection 
Inspector Wales is walking round like a person 'mkX 
emented and the divisional inspector handling the Stoner 

when 8 he find b ° Ut y ° U v S l »j°u gh hanging « going to be trivial 
_ * n he "? ds y° u * X ou d better turn that car round and 
tage a rapid exit. I think the sun, or something, must have 
got to your head pretty badly, Mick.” * aVfr 
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‘Or to yours, Sammy. I love the advice you hand out to 
a mortal in deep distress. \ou calmly inform me to turn the 
tank about and stage an exit, and you don’t even take the 
trouble to tell me what I am supposed to do with this corpse. 
Seems to me an odd way of handing out advice. Do you think 
I should wait until a policeman stops me, and then say, 

* Forgive me, officer, if I embarrass you, but would you mind 
looking after this corpse for me? ’ I don’t think the effort 
would be appreciated. No, Sammy. There is only one thing 
to do: 1 must get along to the office, hand over this stiff, and 
tell Wales that if he’d care to arrest me he can get along with 
it. I don’t, in any case, think that he could hold me for very 
long. You can’t pin three murder raps on a man who hasn’t 
yet done one. So I’ll head for trouble.” 

“ You’ve been doing that all your life, so there isn’t much 
point in me trying to stop you now. I’ll come along with you. 
Mick, to see fair play.” 

“ No lad, don’t do that. I’ve placed my father in a 
Beaumont Street home. He’d been bashed about a bit when 
I found him. I’ll give you the address, and then you can 
keep an eye on him in case Wales or the D.D.I. get ideas 
about holding me for longer than I am expecting. I would!) t 
be of much use to Dad if they fastened me in a police cell 


until to morrow.” , 

«All right, Mick. Give me the address, and get round 

there right away.” , , . f „j„j 

Cardby told him the number. Sammy waved a hand, laded 
away along the street. The youngster smiled grimly as he 
stopped the car outside the office. Miss Wheeler stood near 
the window and commenced to gesticulate Apparently she 
aereed with Sammy Forbes in thinking that Henrietta Street 
was no place for Cardby. As Mick entered the office ^vo men 
rose from the settee in the corner, walked over to him, asked 

with almost amusing solemnity: word- 

“Are you Mick Cardby ? If you are we want a few word. 

W1 **Before you say anything further, I think I can save you 
ouite a lot of trouble. I wish to see Inspector Wales of the 
Special Branch immediately, and under no J ir ™™ stan ‘ t 

0.15 

as they would an ordinary party. « The Insnertor is 

“That’s soon fixed.” said one of them. The Invertor 
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in your waiting-room now, and Divisional Inspector Mason 
is with him. Come this way.” 

Mick paused for a moment and laughed wholeheartedly, 
said to the men: 

“For the love of crying out loud! Are you two starting 
to show me the way to my own waiting-room? Or is it that 
you have a sense of humour? ” 

One of the men flushed somewhat guiltily. Cardby walked 
past them, pushed back the waiting-room door, bowed with 
mock deference to the two men who had risen to stare at him. 
There was thunder in the air. Wales and Mason had 
foreheads like corrugated iron. Mick sat on the edge of a 
chair, said: 

“ I hear on good authority that you want me for a couple 
of murders. I must say that the news makes me feel a person 
of some importance. But in order to give you good measure, 
to show you that I don’t do things by halves, I’ve brought you 
a third corpse. You’ll find it in my car outside the office. So 
you can charge me with triple murder if you think you’d get 
more amusement out of it that way. After all, it’s all the same 
to me.” 


“ This is no time for fooling, Cardby,” said Wales. “ You 
dont seem to realise the extreme gravity of your position. 
Please be more sensible.” 

“Wales,” said the youngster, and he was no longer 
bantering, “do you think I find it at all amusing to find my 
office cluttered up with stiffs who don’t know their jobs? What 
I have said to you is perfectly true. If you will take the 
trouble to walk the ten yards from here to the pavement, if 
you can bend your heads sufficiently to look into the car 
outside this office, you’ll find another corpse. But if such 
things don t interest you, perhaps you’ll leave it for n uniformed 
constable to find. He. at least, might even show a little 
enterprise about the affair. He might even_” 

Mick found that he was talking to the air. The men shot 
forth from the waiting-room with such speed that for a second 
they were jammed together in the doorway. They were not 
absent very long. When they returned both had paled 

“ S w e ii ab i y ‘j The youngster sm,led « asked them quite affubly: 
sprudng you? 3 ” are 7 ° U qU,le salisfied now I’m not 

nnd 9* rdby ” said “ you have a lot of explaining to do, 

and the sooner you make a start the better it might be for you 
1 must, however, warn you_” y 

“ You can forget that part of the proceedings. Let’s take 
the last case first. Is it likely that I commit murder and then 
4 
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bring the corpse to my own office door so that I can poii t it 
out to you? Or have you both by now become satisfied t!ui 
I am entirely and completely out of my mind? ” 

“Who is the woman? What happened to her? Where -.vr; 
she killed? ’’ asked Mason. 

“ Don't get excited, little one,” said Mick. “ You’ll be 
glad to hear that the crime was committed miles outside 
area, so you don’t fit into this -picture at all. Nor, for 
matter, does Inspector Wales—unless he is so eager to 
work that any sort of case will suit him well.” 

“All of which,” said the Yard man. “explains nothin/ 
whatever to us.” 

“ Right. The name, so far as I know, is Mary Edge. .Sir 
was a servant in Brewer Street, Soho. She met her death -it 
the hands of an unknown party in Brentham. Unfortun 
the murder occurred while she was in my car, and I dc 
that the best thing I could do would be to remove the c 
to a spot nearer to Scotland Yard. Is that suffic 
concise? 

“ Why didn’t you report the matter instantly to the . 
police? ” asked Wales. “ You are no fool in the ways of erii-u* 
or police procedure. So why not? ” 

“ I had my father in the car with me. He was injur t 1 
saw that the poor woman was beyond human aid. That ; 
so, I was much more anxious to see that my father’s i . • • < s 
were treated than I was to see that her body was 
comfortable in a mortuary. But now that you know all 
it I would like to make a suggestion. I think I shoul 
immediately for an ambulance, and see that the coi 
removed without delay to a handy mortuary. After that 
better telephone the police in the Brentham area, and 
them that you have taken charge of a corpse that 
belongs to them. Or do you object to me making 

amateurish suggestions? ’ ., , ,, 

Wales picked up the telephone on the side table, ma 

two calls. As he did so Mason stood with the immobi 

a block of wood, stared at Mick as though expecting I 

vanish in a cloud of smoke at any moment. 

“ I will leave you to make a full statemen m .theje 

from that area when he arr.ves, sard beins 

,ha, we can leave this latest e ^r Tmportan, 

talk about matters which are ot tar greai v ^ 

both Mason and me. I am certain ^ j easti 

you know roughly what I have in my 

should know.” . . . T . «rnt >tf 


r t\ 


IIU 

to 

orrl 

on 


44 


i am not' psychic, my friend. I dare soy yon’ve got 


v>-< 
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a lot on your mind, but I’d hate to take the blame for that. 
And perhaps you’d start by taking part of the load of! your 
mind. I am told that I am wanted for a couple of murders. 
That, gentlemen, is a new one on me. I returned to this office 
expecting to be arrested for one murder only. I can t say 
chat you have disappointed me by doubling the number of 
victims, but you have very much interested me. I d just love 
?o know the name of your second stiff.” m 

“Are you doing your best to incriminate yourself, Cardby? 
asked the Yard man. “ Because if you are I congratulate you 
on a good job. So you are now actually admitting that you 
came into this office quite sure that at any rate you would be 
charged with one murder? Is that what you’re telling us? ” 
“ I tried to indicate that line of thought as simply as I 
ould. If you thought my statement was at all vague, I am 
ery sorry. So what, Mr. Wales? ” 

The Inspector poked a finger into Mick’s chest as he asked 
s olemnly: 

“ You have heard that you are suspected of being connected 
with two murders. Very well. Which was the murder you 
vere certain we wanted you for? ” 

“ That sort of childish, melodramatic style cuts no ice with 
me at all,” said Cardby. “ I can hear you without having my 
chest prodded. I have known for a considerable time bock 
hat you would want to question me about the death of u 
erson who may or may not be a certain P. Stoner, of 
Iighgate. I have returned so that 1 can reply to your 
uestions. But I am still in a complete fog about qny second 
turder that you might be investigating. Or is it that I mn 
' ow regarded as the most likely suspect for all murder 
committed within a fifty-mile radius of London? What is the 
other case? ” 


“ Why did you feel so guilty in the case of the man Stoner? ” 
sked Wales. 

“Because I was the person who found the body, the 
ircumstances were very suspicious, and I vanished into the 
lue without waiting to make any sort of statement to the 
olice. * should call that quite adequate to cause a spot of 
jspicion. I can tell you now that I had nothing to do with 
ne death of that man. I had never spoken to him in my life 
ind cant help you in the slightest. And having said that 
™y we now come back to the much more important matter’ 
What on earth is the second murder that you’re talking about’ 
1 he only other corpse I know of is outside in my car ” 

ponderousTy" 1681,5 S ° Certai ’ 1 ab ° U1 thal? ” asked Mason 
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“No. that's why I’m wasting my breath and your time. 
Listen to me for a moment. If I ran my business as you are 
investigating this case I’d be in the workhouse in a week. Tell 
me just what you have got on me, and then I will do 
all I can to help you. Until you both open up I can do 
nothing.” 

“ Let’s start with the murder of Stoner,” said Mason. “ I 
think you’ll have quite a job of work on hand when you start 
trying to explain your share in that lot of trouble. So what 
have you got to say about it? ” 

“ I can explain to Wales better than I can to you. I met 
the Inspector at the Yard this morning. When I left him I 
found that Stoner, whom I had never seen before, was trailing 
me after I left the Yard. So I gave one of my own men the 
job of following him. He trailed him to the Cosser Hotel, 
and then told me what had happened. I was anxious to 
discover why the man followed me. So I went to the hotel to 
ask him a few questions. When I walked into his room I 
found him just as you did. There is nothing I can usefully 
add.” 

“ There is. What made you run away as soon as you had 
found the corps? ” 

“Again, I will explain to Wales. Shortly after I left the 
Yard my father was snatched—kidnapped. You can imagine 
my feelings. And, naturally, I was sure that the man who 
had tailed me knew plenty about that snatch. When I found 
his corpse I was not nearly as anxious to be held by the 
police as I was to find my father. That feat, gentlemen, 

I accomplished about an hour ago in a house at Brentham. 
It was after I had rescued him that I found the dead woman 
in the car. She had guided me to the place where my 
father was being held. I think that adds together all the 

bits and pieces.” 

The Yard man was silent. Mason turned to him, bewildered, 


in with what - you know about 


asked: 

“ Does this statement fit 

,h, "!t ? certainly docs,” said Wales, “but 1 I’m entirdy out of 
my depth. What on earth was the point, Cardby, in collecting 

your father? I don’t understand. » *„ 1 

•• Nor do I at the moment, but that null very soon be 
I left him at a nursing-home in Beaumont Street. Hi 
had been battered pretty savagely, and 1 wantedlb e 
to patch him up before anything else was done Uurmg 

the journey from Brentham he was in no ... i to 
questions. Very shortly I will be hearing what he has to 
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say about the whole affair. Then I might know more about 
how things really stand.” 

“ Then I’d advise Mason to hold his hand for the time 
being,” saitj. Wales. “This murder is running into deeper 
water than I thought. But I’m in the same boat with you, 
Cardby. I can’t make head nor tail of the outfit.” 

“ Wait a moment,” said Mick. “Were you tailing mo in 
the West End when I met you as I left that pub? Or what 
were you doing round that part? ” 

“ I had you followed from the Yard, Cardby. I picked up 
your trail in Soho. After the conversation we had had you 
can’t blame me for taking no sort of chances. But I knew 
nothing about Stoner’s death until the news came to me from 
Mason. And why are you asking me questions, might I ask? ” 

“ You may. Because as a Special Branch man you should 
. not be handling this murder in any manner whatever—unless 
you have information that is not in Mason’s possession, is 
not in mine, and which makes the murder right out of the 
ordinary run. It isn’t very surprising that I’in a bit curious.” 

“ I can explain that easily. The man who tailed you left 
that job to pace after your man Forbes. That was how I 
picked you up. And that’s how I came to be interested in 
the death of Stoner. Now do you understand? ” 

“ Quite. And what sort of a theory have you got in your 
mind now? ” 

“ None at all. But I’d like to know just how you figure 
things out.” 

“ So would I. All I can do at the moment is to give one 
very strong tip to Mason. And if he can follow my advice 
properly he can crack the case wide open wit hin an hour, 
and solve your problems, and mine.” 

Both detectives bent forward eagerly. Mason was licking 
his lips. 

“The job is very simple,” said Mick. “You know Reg 
Macey, probably the toughest strong-arm man in the whole 
of your district, Mason? ” 

“Of course I do Isn’t that part of my job? Ask sensible 
questions, Cardby.” 

“I am doing that. If you know him so well that you can 
get indignant about him, perhaps you’d be clever enough to 
know where he could be found right now.” 

«♦ n!?’ 1 thi , nk have a °y 8 reat difficulty in finding him.” 

I hats splendid news. Throw out the most intensive 
dragnet you can raise, and see that Reg Macey is bedded down 
in a break-proof cell.” 

“And what’s the big idea behind all this line of talk? I 
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can’t grab Reg Macey, or any other inan. for nothing. I’ve 
got to have some good reason.” 

“And. my oath, you’ve got it!” exclaimed Cardby. “You 
can take your pick of two charges. In the first place, you 
can lift him for pulling that snatch on my father. And if 
that isn’t enough, I think you’d be more than ordinarily safe 
in charging him with the murder of P. Stoner, of Highgate! ’ 
The silence was uncomfortable. Wales lit a cigarette, 
looked at Mason. 

“You really mean what you arc saying?” asked Mason. 
“ It sounds insane.” 

“It may—to you. But I’d like to take a very heavy bet 
about both facts if you’d like to lay down some real money. 
And while you’re looking for him you’d better throw out the 
same net for his girl friend, and for her mother. Old May 
Freeman. And in case you don’t know her, she runs a brother 
in Brewer Street. That much I can tell you because the dead 
woman in my car was a servant, or a slave, in that dive, and 

she took me to my father.” . . R 

“Then that ties Macey up with the snatch all right. Hut 

what about the murder? It doesn’t follow that because he 
did the one he must have done the, other. But Ill use the 

Xifs sense,"Ma^on. 1. is a waste of time 

Macey. Touve. got an p him dwn Jn „ e ,, e n 

*£? ,7k f ,o h hi'n, Tyolr leisure about ,he tnurder of 
Stoner. . „ ., n/ , *. rryn have to handle one 

Tfe SS 

lor Tb, V..J 

his head eagerly. , Mi k> “ Now we can get 

“ That clears the air a bit, said Mick 0 ffi CC {or 

to work. To star, with I *nl “siUon .o you. When 

some time yet. I d better -I R ren thain I found another 

I found my father in that house B obviously that man can 

-pfent ed I dared".:" ^ to^fk to him, so I left one of my 
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assistants to bring that man along here, or to telephone to 
me. At the same time I left him with a member of the mob. 

I instructed him to see that the man was unconscious, and 
then to see that he was handed over to the local police. And, 
very obviously, that man can tell a tale if he will. So you 11 
understand that it would not be safe for me to leave the 
office until we find out just where those two leads will take 

us. Do you agree? ” 

“Without a doubt,” said the Yard man. You seem to 
have been having a very busy time, Cardby, and I'd like to 
say that in my humble opinion you’ve been making^ a damned 
good job of things. I couldn’t have done better! ” 

“ It is surprising what a personal motive cun provoke you 
to do. Now put through that call, Mason, and see that every 
man you’ve got is turned out on that job. I don’t mind which 
of the three you collect. They’ve all got the information we 
want. And I’d like to give you a further word of advice. If 
you collect the man or either of the women you’d be wise 
if you gave me a ring, and let me handle them in the police 
station before any one else can talk to them. Fve got my 
own good reasons for saying that.” 

“ I’m quite agreeable,” said the D.D.I. “ Now I’ll make 
that call. ” When he lifted the receiver Mick walked into the 
outer office, said to Miss Wheeler: 

“ Did Sammy Forbes come through on the line for me at all 
before I came here? I met him down the street, but hadn’t 
a chance to talk to him.” 

“ No, he only returned here about ten minutes before you 
arrived. Is there anything very difficult, sir? Anything at 
all that I can do to help you? ’ 

“ That’s a noble offer, but I don’t think this affair is quite 
your type of party. Ring up the Slesser Nursing Home, 
Beaumont Street, and ask how my father is progressing, please. 
Don’t look startled. He isn’t badly hurt.” 

He paced to and fro on the floor while the call was made, 
sighed with real relief when the girl told him that the older 
man was doing well. He returned to the waiting-room in a 
happier state of mind. Mason said: 

“ I don’t think any of them will be running fast and loose 
for much longer. I’ve got nearly twenty men combing Soho, 
and what they don’t know about Reg Macey’s favourite places 
you could write on a postcard.” 

“ Good work. I’ll be anxious to see that local man from 
Brentham when he arrives. Our best bet lies with the two 
men I left with my assistant.” 

“Well, just to relieve your mind, why don’t you give the 
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station a ring, and make a few tender inquiries? ” suggested 
Wales. “ It can’t do any harm.” 

Cardby asked Miss Wheeler to get the number for him. 
He had not long to wait, found that he was talking to the 
desk sergeant at the local station. Mick requested any 
information they might have, explained the position briefly. 
He repeated his statement three or four times. Then ne 
replaced the receiver with aggravating slowness. The Inspectors 

watched his anxious face. , , n „ 

“ And the music goes round and round, remarked Cardby, 
sitting down. “ The local police have had no news of any 
sort from the house, and no person has been brought into 
the police station! Now, what do you know about that. 
Whatever the men did know they were quiet about it. for 

neither spoke. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 

ODD DEVELOPMENTS 

Cardby smacked his hat on the hack of his head, twisted 

^out^mc the Then yon «***! 

T'- d l 8 ?raii y Til break The law in a hundred and one ways, 
u . C 'f „ UP with the men I want taking their stand up 

K -ps a, the Old^Bailey. Cm jus, ^hingjou luck. ^ 

gamThu"profit Before you go I'd Bke the name of your 

client. Maybe he can tell us P^nty- ngs , e r as he 

“ I d» n ’< ‘^'i'^e'haven't a client. Fo'r the Ers, time 

reached the door. \ . we are b c i n g paid is 

we are working for biggest fee we’ve worked for 
our good name : and that s the b S° couldn’t buy 

since we started off m ^^v’ve snaked my father, and 
the interest I m ,ak,ng - , through five continents. I m not 
they’ve made my name mud tkr0U { |" the peo ple who’re going 
looking for money. I’m looking for the p ^^ ^ „ 

to pay for what they ve done o th {or any body at all? ’ 
“You mean that you re not wonting 

asked Wales. it , # T’ m working for the two 

“ I mean,” said Cardby, that 0ne is my father. 

most important people the enm g - parlour game6 
The other you can guess, reopl ^ arc rule3 

with us can expect all that’s coming to them. 
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you have to observe. God be praised, there are no rules 
hindering me! I’m taking off the gloves for the rest of this 
fight, and if anybody get6 hurt in an unconventional manner 
it'll be just too bad. Now I’m on my way, and I wish both 
of you all the luck. But if you collect Reg Macey be careful 
with him. You think he’s dangerous. He’s that rolled in 
twenty wrappers of dynamite! So let me have the first go 
at him. It might help.” 

4 ‘ And what exactly do you intend doing now? We want to 
know.” 

“ The answer is easy. I’m trusting nobody, and that goes 
for you, as it would for any one else. Travel your own road, 
Wales, and I’ll go mine. S’long.” 

Before the man from the Yard could discover an adequate 
reply Cardby had hastened out of the room. Mason waited 
until the door was closed, said: 

“ Don’t you think we ought to have that young bloke 
followed, Wales? ” 

“ I do not.” The answer was more than emphatic. “ He’ll 
do plenty that you might think wrong, but I wouldn’t like to 
be the man he found following him. Young Cardby is a 
person of moods. He’s struck one of them now. When he 
develops ideas like these there is only one wise rule: leave 
him alone.” 

“ It is easy to say that, but what do you suppose he’s going 
to do? ” 

‘‘I wouldn’t like to swear by my judgment. Maybe he’ll 
commit a couple of murders in your territory just to show you 
that he is feeling peeved. Or he may solve all your tronblcs 
for you without asking for any assistance. If he docs, the 
medals stay on your chest. Young Cardby never wants ’em.” 

Well, to give me a helping hand, what would you say he’s 
going to do? ” 


“See his father and then beat off to Brentham. And after 

tha , 1 i d i la i* 3 thal h . e \ start t0 look Reg Macey 
and the ladies. I m guessing. 7 

theroby Wi “ haVC '° Und ,he Wh ° le buni;h »' 

Sez you! Excuse my French! Cardby must have looked 
for them for quite a time, and he couldn’t find them. Believe 
me. Mason, if that lad couldn’t discover them, you’ve got no 
lads m your division who could.” B 

“I don’t^ believe that, but since you told him that he could 

L tt r Ca "u S \ l *? ere ^°J ng nothing—so what do we do? I’d 
etter get back into Soho and join the boys. And what do 
you intend doing? Where do I find you? ” d ° 
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Wales pulled a pipe from his pocket, lit it in leisurely 
manner, said: 

“You’ll find me here unless you meet me in some other 
place. 1 never was one of those who run after shadows until 
they feel exhausted. I’m staying where 1 am until a call 
comes Through to this office. I have an idea that any real 
news will he received here long before you get it at the station. 

« And I don’t mind telling you that I’m clean out of my 


depth.’’ 

“ Aren’t we all? 


Play the hand your own way. Mason. 


1 * T he^D i v i si on a 1 Detective-Inspector paused for a moment, 
walked out Wales, had he heard the conversation a tew 
seconds before, would have regarded himself as a true urop et 
Because as Cardby marched through the outer office lie can 
„ B u e r e MHs Wheeler in .ones she couM hard y recogn' 

If there ^ SZ £ 

C-m £ 2SS. .-j... *» 

noTody te.s hi' of .he receiving end of .ha. hne except 
y °“ r You”know, sir. .ha. I wouldn't allow any one to do .hat," 

«- “ ■"*'-" = 

playing me up somewhat liad any. Your 

^ 1 can Ret 

y °“ There is’“said Mick. "Collect the 

and^en Hi do all .he loflXe I call i. 

somebody is gmg to P*? P J, y thc same time I m gome 
a day und retire to bed. Ana After that, all that 

to start squaring things for Y * am bulances-plenty of 
you’ll need to telephone for 

e The girl shivered, looked at *1 /^"lesfshe said" about 

“k “ t 

and gave e ^ B—| J^nd 
tSed oufLow *m h u‘h h .m Tanted back in .he way of corpora 
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punishment for what he and his father had taken. He hadn’t 
decided on the figure when the taxi pulled up outside the 
nursing home. He gave his name, was ushered into the 
waiting-room, found Sammy Forbes already sitting there. 

“ Have you managed to see my father yet, laddie? ” asked 
Mick. 

“ No, I was told that the doctor hadn’t quite finished with 
him, that I had to wait here until they gave me the all clear. 
You look worried to hell. Has something else gone wrong 
with things since I left you? ” 

“ Nothing has gone right with anything yet as far as I am 
concerned. I want you to take a trip with me after I’ve had 
a talk with Dad. My car has been taken by the powers that 
be. I imagine the fact that there was a corpse in it made it 
look worth examining. Where is your car? Can you lay 
your hands on it quickly? Because I’ll he wanting you as 
a jehu.” 

“ I can be back here with it in about twenty minutes. Will 
that do?” 

“Surely. You needn’t wait here now. Just collect your 
cab and come back for me. I’ll he wanting to make a flying 
start very soon.” 

Five minutes later Mick was ushered into the small private 
room in which his father was bolstered up in the bed. The 
old man smiled wearily and the youngster sat on the clmir 
by his side. He stared at his father. 

“ And how are you feeling now that they’ve tried to mend 
you? ” he asked. 

“Not so good, lad, but a lot better than I did. I certainly 
took some sort of a beating in that place! How on earth did 
you manage to find me, son? r 

“ Don’t worry yourself about that for the time being. 1 can 
tell you the whole story when we’ve got nothing else to worry 
about. So I want you to reserve your strength so that you can 
tell me a few facts. While you stay here. Dad, I’m going to 
do my damnedest-to break this case, and I can’t do that until 
I know along which road I’m travelling. And at the moment 
you are the only person who can give the information I want 
D’you feel strong enough to sit back and talk for a few 
minutes? Don’t hurry, and try not to tire yourself too much. 
I don’t want you fainting.” 

“I ' vont be like] y t0 do that > I don’t want you handling 
this case by yourself, Mick. It is much more dangerous than 
you imagine. Why not wait until I am well enough to leave 
this dump and give you a helping hand? It won’t be long 
before I m about again, and two heads are better than one.” 
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“ That's impossible. Dad. If we waste time now we’re most 
likely to find that all the birds have flown, and that the case 
will never break. Things have not gone all in the favour of 
the enemy during the last few hours, and I have an idea that 
they may pull a really fast move before we can get going. 
Now lay your head back, and listen to me for a minute. I 
am anxious to save you as much work as I can. But there is 
plenty of news 1 must have from you—news I can’t do without. 
Like a drink. Dad? ” 

“No, I’m feeling fairly comfortable, son. Just talk slowly. 
I’ll follow.” 

“ Right. 1 left the office at a time when you were expecting 
to meet Philip Mailey, and Kelway, his mouthpiece. I did 
not see you again until I collected you at Brentham. I d like 
to know as much about the events intervening as you can tell 
me. But don’t hurry, and wear yourself out.” 

“I’ll do my best, Mick, but there are certain to be a lew 
blank spots. • My headpiece is in no state to work properly, 
and maybe you’ll find that my memory isn t all that it used 
to be. Wait for a moment, and I’ll try to gather my scattered 
wits before I make a start. H’m, it isn’t easy. 

Mick sat without speaking, waiting for an appreciable tn 

fcOJu, ’lawyer/’ h“nenced “came ,o me with 
a story that n | ) 0 e r for’e ,an it U scems WT had a 

SSTS rp He a T 'b,artifact 

his name as Ray Wilson. ^is hotel if be wouldn’t 

g’ive^them' a’°half s”™ «“ their mouth* shut. Jhen 

to his solicitor and told hm the a e cU coul d make 

“ Kelway decided that the best all , lis cards „„ 

would he to come along ‘° , our tll „ )Ied I’ll admit that for 
the table. That's exactly why they cMJed-^ de J s „ 

a few minutes I was a m j' lhoug | lt ,l, a t Mailey had some 
screwy to me that for a tm o{ ^ up the garden path. 

But^Celway‘assumed^e that the story 1ha <|^“indVaiW ■ 

sk, h hc ,,ay 
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„ s five hundred quid. I told him that if we took the case it 
would only be because we were personally involved. After 
some arguing I told the pair of them that I would not for a 
moment consider giving them a definite reply until I nad had 
a chance to talk the case over with you. With that they had 
to be satisfied, and they left the office after I had told them 
that as soon as I had talked to you I would telephone and let 
them have the news.” 

Cardby paused to wipe the perspiration from his forehead. 

“As soon as they had gone,” he continued, “I saw Miss 
Wheeler, asked her if she had any idea where you could be 
found. She told me that you had been called out to visit the 
Yard. I instructed her that immediately you returned I wanted 
you to see me in the office. Then I went back to my own 
room to wait for you. I hadn’t been back there for many 
minutes when I had an idea that the side door to the offices 
was open. It didn’t seem possible that it could be, but I 
fancied that I could feel a draught. I walked over towards 
the side door, but did not reach it. Just as I drew near to 
it the door crashed back, and a couple of men stepped inside 
from the passage. They both carried guns, and both guns 
were pointing at my heart. Believe me, Mick, I wasn’t feeling 
at all happy. One of the men held out a note in his hand, 
showed it to me. It informed you that I had been snatched, and 
was signed Mick Cardby II. That just about beat me entirely— 
particularly since it came on top of the visit from Mailey, on 
top of his story about Mick Cardby pulling a blackmail stroke. 

“ I asked the men what the big idea might be. I was told 
that they were going to hold me until you had learnt some 
sense and had discovered that they did not want you interfering 
in their affairs. And they reminded me that if you i onsented 
to take the case offered by Mailey the senior partner of the 
firm would be missing from the active ranks for ever. And, 
Mick, they looked as though they meant it! I told the men 
there was no way in which I could stop you. They smiled and 
said that the mere fact that I had been snatched should be 
sufficient to teach you some sense. 

“ Well, lad, as you know, I don’t mind taking chances, but 
I had no thought at all of starting a free-for-all fight with a 
couple of men holding the drop on me. I asked them what 
they intended to do. They said that if I did as they said, 
caused no trouble whatever, they woud let me live for a while! 
Then they told me to grab my hat and walk out between 
them. Before we left the office they gave me pretty emphatic 
idea about what would happen if I tried in any way to attract 
attention to them. So I crossed the pavement with them and 
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got into a cab. There was nothing at all else that I could do 
—and stay alive! ” 

Again the father paused, sipped some water, wiped his 
forehead again. 

“ When we moved away I started to stare through the 
window. One of the men smacked his gun into my ribs, told 
me to watch the back of the driver’s neck. We stopped outside 
some place in Dean Street. I only had time to take one quick 
look. It seemed to be some sort of a scruffy cafe above. They 
took me down a flight of stairs, dumped me in a room. Then 
the man who seemed to be the boss of the outfit told the other 
bloke to stay with me while he used the telephone. The two 
of us were left alone. I was trying like hell to think of some 
way out of the mess, but the man with me was cute, and was 
taking no chances. So I hadn’t got a chance. 

44 About five minutes later the first man came back, nodded 
to his mate, said that everything was all clear, that they'd 
have a drink and then move away. While they sat with me they 


said nothing. And they didn’t take the trouble to offer me a 
drink. After that part of the affair things are more than a 
bit vague. The two men seemed to be in no hurry. At last 
one of them got up, stuck his gat into my back, told me to 
start moving. Again they told me that I was heading for 
the cemetery for certain if I made a pass of any kind, or if I 
looked to either side as I crossed the pavement on the way 
to the car. I took a few steps, got into the car, the driver 
started down Dean Street. And for a long time, Mick, that 
is all I know about events. I know from the damned great 
lump on the back of my skull that one or other of the men 

must have crowned me properly. 

« When I came round I was sitting in a room that 1 d never 

se t eyes on before. And the same two men were with me 

I asked them where on earth I was. They grinned and said 

they weren't employed to hand out odd spots of information. 

That was all I could get out of them. For a time we sat in 

the room staring at each other and saying nothing. 1hen. the 

boss moved out of the room, saying that he would be back 

in about five minutes. It seemed to me that we waited plenty 

longer than that. When the man came back they escorted me 

down to that cellar. I’d been waiting for the catch to come 
down to mat tn. ], a d me lastened down 

that interfered with them. As you m.ght guess, 1 told 


,0 "So “ sofa smack across the face, a hump in the eye. and 
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a few trivial cracks to remind me that unless I talked sense 
there was plenty more coming to me that I’d find much more 
unpleasant. They seemed very, very pleased with the lay-out 
they’d got, started to swank about what they could do, and 
what they couldn’t do—and that wasn’t very much, according 
to them. I was informed that they’d taken your name for 
their own amusement just so that you could sit hack and see 
what crime really could be when it was properly organised, 
and there was real brain behind it. I was still wating for the 
real works to begin. I couldn’t believe that they’d yanked 
me off to wherever I was so that they could take an occasional 
smack at my face and tell me how clever they were. 

“ When the real motive came out I was so surprised thut 1 
started to laugh. They wanted to know on what terms we’d 
like to join their crowd and make a real firm of it! lor 
laughing I had both my lips gashed and a crash on the head 
that must have knocked me silly for a few minutes. As soon 
as I came round the man wanted to know whether 1 still 
thought that they were joking. I told them that if they were 
not joking, they were acting like complete maniacs. I had 
the other eye blacked, and passed out again. It seemed that 
they expected me to genuflect to them. 

“ After that the one man left me every few minutes, and 
then came back again. Each time he seemed to have changed 
his mind about things, and talked about what wus going to 
happen to you when they collected you. I told them that maybe 
you’d be fastening your hands on them first. That earned 
me another few smacks that gave me a black-out.” 

“I’m looking forward to meeting them,” said Mick. “It’ll 
be great fun. - ” 


Don’t be so sure, Mick. I haven’t come to the end of my 
story. They are much more dangerous than even you imagine. 
In the middle of all this one of the men told me that they'd 
broken stronger people than we could ever be, that they’d 
handle us just as they’d handled everybody who got in their 
way, or who held out against them. I think they saw that I 
was not very impressed. And that, Mick, is where I was 
wrong. They gave me the shock of my life, and cut plenty 
ot the confidence from under my feet. 

t a i a u i alk bet Y een themselves, and then the boss 
said that hed bring another man in for me to look at H« 

He%frn inS hCn hG Said 8t V. 1 asked him "hat he meant. 
5®,. . th ® oth ? r nian " as as hig a noise as I could ever- be— 
and said that they had tamed him very effectively. Both of 

them seemed to be enjoying themselves. So they left the 
cellar together. A minute later they came back holding a poor 
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devil by the arms. The light wasn’t very good, but when the 
man raised his head I took one long look at him and nearly 
passed out again. I knew the man only too well, and he looked 
as though he’d been in hell for weeks.” 

'* And who was the man? ” asked Mick, bending down, 
nearer to the bed. 

“ You'll get a shock,” said his father. “ The man they had 
I could never forget. He was at the Yard with me for twenty 
years! It was ex-Chief Inspector Peel, of the Special Branch: 
Now think that over, Mick.” 

“My God! ” exclaimed Mick, clenching his fists. “Now I 
know why I thought I’d seen that man before, Dad. He was 
fastened to the wall in the cellar next to yours! I thought 
his face was familiar. Poor old Peel! ” 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


PREPARING FOR ACTION 

Father and son gazed at each other, and for quite a time 
there was a complete silence. Mick was thinking of the 
wizened prisoner in the cellar, realising why he had not 

recognised the man instantly. . 

“ And what happened then? ” he asked his father eager y. 
“ Not much, son. They pushed Peel forward so hat Ins 
face was about a foot from mine. Then both men iaughed 
asked me if I wanted to look like that when they d finis) ed 
with me whether I thought it wasn t a pretty hot price to pay 
for bring obstinate. I said to Peel: ‘What the heU have 

behind him. . whether I was 

“Then they came back to me, j h d sdU thought that 
satisfied that they were not Muffing, wheiin know 

it would be safe for me to argue “^'n they laid their 

what I imagined would l'“PP™ y f h , thcy handed out 
hands on you. I felt sick and the tact ^ out 0 f 

a few more cracks on my face kicked me in the rihs.” 

the picture again when one o His face ^ v; , s pa c, 

“Hold on for a moment said Mic k lhe really 

and sweat was beading on lus forehead. *ou Kn 
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tough men of crime as well as any man alive. You bpent a 
long time with these two men. Surely, Dad, it would be 
beyond the incredible if you didn’t know either of them? ” 

“I was going to finish up with that part of the lay-out, 
because it is the only real information I can give to you.. 
So just leave it for the moment, and I’ll tell you about it 
in my own way. When they found that I had gone too- 
far to talk coherently they left me for a while. Every few 
minutes they came back to see whether I was ready to take- 
some more. I wanted time in which to think, decided that 
the best move was to play possum. In any case, 1 reckoned 
that I was less likely to get hurt any more if I pulled an. 
unconscious act each time they came near me. Believe me,. 
Mick, I didn’t have to do very much pretending. I was only 
conscious for short spells, and it was of no use me trying to- 
think. My brain just refused to work. After that there isn’t 
very much more that I can tell you. In a distant sort of way 
I heard somebody hammering on a door in the house. Then- 
I faded on again for a while. And the next thing I knew was 
that in some distant way I could hear your voice. And the 
rest of the news you know much more about than I do, Mick.” 

41 You’ve done very well, Dad. And now, before you get too 
tired to talk any more, let’s come to the most important part 
of the whole affair. What did you know about these two men 
who snatched you, who beat you up? ” 

44 The boss of the pair, Mick, you know quite well. You’ve 
never fallen out with him directly, but you’ve tabbed him. 
more than once.” 

“ And that. I’m guessing, is Reg Macey, the tough guy from 
Newman Street.” 

44 Good God! How on earth did you come to know that? 
I thought I was going to give you a big surprise. Who passed 
on the info, to you? ” 

44 If I hadn’t known that fact I would never have found yo»u 
But don’t worry your head about the details now. Dad. I can 
easily tell you all about it when you’re feeling better. But 
with the other man maybe you can give me some sort of a 
surprise. Who was he? Did you know him? ” 

44 1 did. They were so cocksure about everything that they 
made no effort at all to hide themselves. The other lad was 
playing a second fiddle all the time, and there was no doubt 
about who was the kingpin. The other man, Mick, is a person 
you’ve never associated with the really violent forms of crime. 
Either it was Timothy Armstrong, the youngster who walked 
around on the fringe of the bucket shop crowd about eight 
years ago, or it was his double. And I don’t think it was any 
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double, because I am certain that Armstrong knew me. Now 
work that one out.” 

“1 can’t,” said Mick immediately. “I met Tim when I 
first started ofl in the crime game. I can’t fit him into the 
picture at all. That, though, is something that can wait for 
the moment. There's another thought in my mind that’s must 
vitally important, something that’s got me buffaloed.’’ 

“ Add it to my collection, and you’ve got a real handful. 
What is it?” 

“ A very simple matter. Keg Macey is as tough as they 
come. What the boy does not know about strong-arm stuff 
isn’t worth knowing, and what he hasn’t learnt about that sort 
of business is better left unlearnt. But he never impressed 
me as an advertisement of what a mental top should be. Macey 
knows plenty about small stuff, has quite an amount of 
cunning, may know when things are left-handed and 
right-handed. But he could never be the boss in^ this outfit. 
You see the way in which my mind is drifting? 

“ I had the same thought in my own dome until I ceased 

thinking clearly.' . . 

“Right Now there’s another small matter that I cant 

work out! I may be miles out hopelessly wrong, but this 

set-up about Mailey and his hotel at Sunnngdale doesnt add 

together like two and two making four, \ouve got a million 

imes more experience than I have ever had-and you had a 

chance to weigh things up. Did you get the impression that 

the story pitched to you by Mailey and Kelway was absolutely 

° n “ I ,e can’ V t el quite realise why you’re asking that question, 
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to do along the other tracks before it is time to start making a 
move. Now that you’ve given me all the news, 1 think my 
best move is to drift out from here and start the ball 
moving.” 

“ Wait a moment, Mick. Do you realise what you are 
running your head into? You know you’re not looking for 
third-rate crooks? You know that the mob you’re after 
would be as pleased to collect you as you would be lo lay 
your hands on them? I want you to think those facts over, 
Mick.” 

“ I’ve thought of those facts, and another couple of hundred. 
All I want you to do now, Dad, is to stay where you are and 
as you are until you feel a powerful lot better. I’ll telephone 
Mother and tell her that you have had to leave Town for two 
or three days on a job. I don’t think we need to upset her 
by saying anything else. And, before 1 go, there is something 
else I want you to bear in your head. I am the only person 
who is to be allowed in this room apart from the nurses and 
the doctor. I’ll tell the staff what I think about it before I 
go. But mostly I’d like you to remember what I’ve said. If 
any other person wants to see you, just forget it.” 

“ All right,” said the older man wearily. “ I want to do 
nothing for the next twenty hours except sleep. But watch 
your step, Mick. I am really genuinely worried to hell about 
you taking a marching attack against this mob while I am in 
bed. Why don’t you lie low for a couple of days until we 
can join forces, and then wipe them out together? It would 
be safer.” 

“ ^ would be much safer—because there wouldn’t be uny 
of them left to collect! They know that things are not running 
their way at the moment, and you can bet your last half-dollar 
that they won’t sit back doing nothing until you are ready 
to make some sort of a move. No, Dad, I’d rather chance my 
arm, and see what can be done while they’re still wondering 
whether to put the skids under themselves and stage an exit. 
I’m being sensible.” 

“I hope you are. Who have you got working with you, 
Mick? ” 

“Sammy Forbes and Buster Craig. They’re a pair of good 
lads.” 

“ Don’t I know it! And what have you given them to do 
at the moment? ” 

“Sammy will be back here at the nursing home by now with 
his car. I’ve had a lot of trouble with mine, and I’m borrowing 

his. Then we’re going to patrol about a bit and see what 
we can pick up.” 
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" Well > be careful. And what is Buster Craig doing to 
help things? ” 

“ 1 le is—oh. Buster—well, he’s waiting for me a little way 
•outside 1 own, and I’m hoping to pick him up very shortly. 
He can look after himself.” 

Mick turned his head away. He was not feeling any too 
comfortable. At the moment he was wondering whether the 
genial Buster Craig had already joined the considerable party 
on the mortuary slab. His father stretched out a hand, 
gripped Mick by the wrist, said softly: 

“ Don’t be too rash, sonny. I know how you feel, but don’t 
let your temper make you impetuous. If that mob lays its 
hands on you I’ll sit here with the fear of everything in my 
heart wondering what might be happening to you. I’d rather 
see the whole lot walk freely out of the country than see 
them fastening their mitts on you. So watch your step, Mick. 
You are playing with worse than dynamite. They were 
dangerous before. Now that some of their arrangements have 
gone astray they’re likely to be ten times worse. 

'* They’re not the only ones who can become more dangerous 
when things go wrong. I keep looking at your face and 
thinking that things can’t be right.” 

The youngster said no more, rose gently from lus seat, 
pressed his father’s hand and bent slowly over the bed as he 


whispered: , , , , 

44 Go to sleep, you old war-horse, and don t start dreaming. 

It’s a bad habit. I’ll fix things with Mother, and see that your 
son doesn’t take more than he should do. Now I m going to 
take a bite of food, and then I’ll have a car ride. Sleep well, 
and I’ll be seeing you very soon. Adios! ” 

The father closed his eyes rapidly. Maybe he didn t want 
Mick to see what was in them. He turned onthep.llow His 
son walked softly out of the room. He found Sammy torhes 
in the waiting-room. He sprang to his feet, said: 

‘‘The tank is waiting outside, Mick. So where do we g , 
what do we do. and when do we do it? I’m bustmg to make 

n sudden 9tart somewhere." . , . 

■■ You’ll do nothing very suddenly for the time being, J 
firebrand. I'm going to take a bite of grub and I m going 

to telephone Mother. After that ca " h a Tw be a 

out. Any place will do for the food, but it II have 

quick snack, and stop at a phone-box on tlie way. 

In less than twenty minutes Mick hadi eateni ^ meal 

and telephoned his mother. Samin > ' ^ 8 SC emed to 

steering-wheel restlessly, waiting or thinking with his 

him that Mick was not travelling, was not thinking. 
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usual speed. He couldn’t just work out what was happening. 
To his intense surprise, the first instruction took him completely 
off his guard. 

“ D’you know the man Kelway, the West End solicitor? Take 
me to his place.” 

“That seems a damned funny sort of start to a manhunt, 
Mick. Want to make your will before you start, or just what 
is going wrong with you? ” 

“ Nothing, I hope. 1 want a word with the man before I 
do anything else.” 

“ Then you shall have a chat with him, my sweet one. And 
don’t push me! ” 

“ I’ll clip you under the jaw the next time you forget that 
it isn’t your girl friend you have with you. Smack your foot 
down. I’m on my way.” 

Five minutes later Mick walked into the solicitor’s office, 
asked for Kelway, waited impatiently until the girl returned 
to the outer office. 

“ Mr. Kelway,” she said, “ will be able to sec you in about 
half an hour.” 

“ Sorry,” said the youngster. “ Mr. Kelway will be able 
to see me within the next minute. Perhaps you would convey 
that information to him.” 

“ But after what I was told I can’t for a moment see 
how-” 

“ Nor can I, sister. But would you mind delivering that 
message? That’s all.” 

The girl took one glance at the pale face, the slight bruises, 
the thin lips, the contracted pupils of the eyes. Then she 
walked out again. She returned to announce that, although 
Mr. Kelway considered the affair wholly unwarrantable, 
completely unusual, he would meet the visitor. Mick did not 
wait for any warmer invitation. He marched through to the 
inner office. Kelway, clucking with annoyance like a broody 
hen, rose from his desk, stretched out a flabby hand, announced 
with stupid solemnity: 

“ My callers don’t usually fix their own appointments, Mr. 
Cardby. I assume that something of vital importance must 
have occurred. What exactly is it? ” 

“ Nothing very sensational. I want you to get into touch 
with your client, Mr. Mailey, and convey a message to him 
from me. The message is really quite simple. As a firm 
we have discussed the matter about which you called this 
morning. We feel that in the interests of your client ho 
should select an intermediary to act for him, and that 
the intermediary should be left to arrive at the terms upon 
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which a settlement can he arranged. Am I clear? ” 

“ Really, Mr. Cardby, 1 can’t for a moment visualise my 
client accepting that suggestion, and I must tell you honestly 
that I could not, as his professional adviser, tell him that such 
an affer should be accepted. What has happened that you 
should, on behalf of your firm, come to me with such a 
statement? After all, the threat made to my client was, in 
essence, quite a criminal transaction. 1 am more than 
astonished that a firm like yours should be quite willing to 
accept the lines along which the offer was made.” 

“ So am I. And what is your suggestion as an adequate 
alternative? ” 

“ I must confess that, up to a point, I was leaving the 

matter with you.” - . „ .. 

“ You did. And I have given you our solution, if Mailey 

does not like to negotiate with the people concerned, what on 
earth can we do? 1 have the name of the gentleman who 
called upon him with the terms-Ray Wilson. If your client 
desires us to take any interest in the matter on Ins bc.halt 
the issue is quite simple. We want him to wait for the promised 
telephone call from Wilson, advise the man that the matter 
has passed from beyond his own control, that I am acting as 
his agent, and inform the man that if he would care to get 
into touch with me we might discuss terms. Is that all 

nS " It il not! Having regard to the fact that Wilson’s principal 
was using your name, how on earth can you expect the man 

,0 .Te k , e n“e'it ,h i„ y0 . U Js’'way. Wilson will he given the 

° h fr.ha n , d 

he “ C , an wm S^ ,e the3.erTwm. Bu, I must advise him 
against it. Kelwav Perhaps you will do me one 

** ruttat “ - k 

this office? It seems to me to be the best way 

,ry " And suppose I might find the moment inconvenient for 

Mr. Mailey.’ . discover whether the 

“ And suppose you might y you’re a thought 

moment is or is no, tnconvenmnt. you have 

sp±; .HitT Don’t 0 'lake any See o, me. Jus, ring,” 
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“ I can’t say that I have ever done business in this way 
before.” 

“ No? I hope for your sake that your clients don t very 
often bring this type of case to your notice. Otherwise you’d 
have a most curious practice.” 

Kelway raised the receiver without any show of enthusiasm. 
Apparently he had no difficulty in securing Mai ley’s attention. 
Mick listened to the brief conversation with a twisted smile. 
The solicitor pushed the phone away from him, swung in his 
swivel chair, said to Cardby: 

“ As I expected, my client says that he wanted to employ 
you in order that you might safeguard him. By acting as his 
agent and discussing terms of settlement you would only he 
doing what he could well do for himself—or what I could 
perform on his behalf. Therefore your services are no longer 
required. I must confes that I am most disappointed about 
your viewpoint.” 

“ Sorry to hear that. Did you ever meet the man Ray Wilson 
before he called on your client with that very odd offer to 
blackmail him? I’m curious.” 

“ I don’t like the manner in which you speak. Might I ask 
you to collect your hat and leave my office before I become 
quite annoyed with you? ” 

“ It would he a pleasure. Tell your client that although 
• my professional services are no longer required I would be 
delighted to call upon him at a later date. There are matters 
outside this affair I would like to discuss.” 

Kelway said nothing, rose to his feet, opened the door and 
bowed. Cardby was still smiling when he left the building. 
The interview had not been altogether uninstructional. He 
walked over to the waiting car, said: 

‘‘You know where Buster Craig hangs out, Sammy? That’s 
our next stop.” 

‘‘Since he started in on the case, Mick, I don’t think youTI 
find him there.” 

“ There are moments, said Cardby gently, “ when you show- 
some intelligence.” 

‘‘I can’t see why you say that. When that lad starts on a 
job he usually stays with it until the whole thing is wiped up. 
You know that yourself.” 

“Of course I do. That’s why I want you to drive to his 
place now.” 

Have it your own way, Mick. In any case, I always knew 
you were mad.” 

Perfectly right. Don’t be afraid that you might get 
pinched for speeding. I’ll pay the fine out of the petty cash. 
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And, Sammy, I have an idea that very soon the lid is going; 
to start being blown of! things. You’ve told me many times- 
that what you love more than anything else in a basinful of 
thrills. I may be wrong, but I think you’re going to have all 
that you want before to day is out. And I’ll be glad to get 
along to bed. Here we are.” 

“ Want me to come in with you? ” asked Sammy as he 
braked the car. Cardby shook his head, hastened up the 
steps, pressed the bell for Craig’s flat. A manservant came 
to the door, smiled affably when he recognised the caller. 

“ Tell Mr. Craig,” said the youngster, “ that I am here to 
see him. I made the arrangement with him for the meeting, 
so he’ll be expecting me.” 

. “ Forgive me. sir,” 6aid the servant, “ but I am afraid that 
some mistake has been made. Mr. Craig left the flat some 
hours ago, and has not returned. Are you sure, sir, that you 
arranged to meet him here? I cannot understand, sir.” 

“ Nor me. Since Mr. Craig left this flat have you had any 
telephone, message, or any other sort of message, from him? 
lie careful about answering.” 

“ I need not reflect for an instant, sir. Since your telephone 
call here, a call which I understand called Mr. Craig away, 
there has been no message of any kind. Is there any trouble 
of any sort, sir? Can I assist you? ” 

Mick was frowning. He patted the servants arm, turned 


away as he said: . 

‘‘I imagine there might have been some mistake, it you 
hear from Mr. Craig would you mind telephoning my office. 
You can leave a message there.” 

“Most certainly I will. If Mr. Craig returns, is there any 

message for him? ” , 

“ Only this: Tell him that I’ll be looking for lum. Thanks 
very much.” Mick hurried back to the car, sank into the seat, 
said to Sammy Forbes: ‘‘And now weve got to think fast, 
and act faster. I’m betting that Buster Craig has either^bcen 
snatched or murdered! Wait while I light a cigarette. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


TANGLED THREADS 


Sammy Forbes 
Cardby pulled 
uncomfortable. 


*at staring vacantly at the windscreen. Mick 
deeply on the cigarette. The quiet wa* 

Sammy broke it first: 
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“ I don’t know which way the play has gone, Mick, hut you 
know what I thought of Buster Craig. If you have uny Bright 
ideas, just remember I am with you all the way. There’s 
nothing else I can say at the moment.” 

The youngster made no response. He smoked with fixed 
•concentration. Sammy tapped the steering column restlessly. 
He had known Cardby to act in this way before. Again he 
Cried to break the silence: 

‘‘What’s on your mind, Mick? Are you sure I can’t help 
you at all? ” 

“ Maybe. I’ve got the thought in my mind that steady 
thought for a few minutes might save hours of wasted time. 
Take me back to the office, Sammy.” 

Forbes shrugged and swung the car round. He couldn’t 
see how that was going to help at all. Still, he knew nothing 
—so what the hell! 

Back in Henrietta Street Cardby rushed into the outer office. 
Miss Wheeler saw him, and started back as though alarmed. 
At the same moment the inner door opened, and Inspector 
Wales marched out. The youngster immediately strode over 
the floor, grabbed the Yard man by the arm, pushed him 
inside the inner office. The junior partner of the firm was in 
no mood to waste words. 

“ Have you had any news whatever from Inspector Mason 
or any of his men about their search in Soho? It is vitally 
essential that I should know.” 

Since he left this office, Cardby, I have heard nothing 
whatever. What on earth is wrong now? You look as though 
you re almost blowing the top.” 

“I am. You’d better telephone the Yard and tell, them that 

Mason has taken on a job that’s a size too big for a man with 

his resources. I want a dragnet thrown out that’s a real one, 

not something that children might play games with. You 

know your own Special Branch men well enough, Wales I 

want you to throw the whole bunch into this search for Reg 

Macey. And I want you to add another name to the list. 

I want a man named Timothy Armstrong. He used to peddle 

dud stocks and shares for a bucket shop. Now he’s joined a 

more violent party. Do that immediately, and then I want 

to talk to you, about one or two other matters. But one iob 
at a time. J 


But I can’t do things as drastic as you suggest without 
gettmg some heavy backing from the powers that be at the 
Tard. Give me a chance. * 

‘‘A'"*!; Telephone them, and if there is any trouble, say 
that I will be at the Yard in about ten minutes to show them 
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that by stalling, quibbling, wondering about divisional 
territories and red tape, they’re missing the boat badly, and 
they’ll kick themselves for ever afterwards.” 

“ What exactly is eating you, Cardby? I don’t mind handing 
out a few odd instructions, but I do want to know exactly 
why they’re wanted.” 

“ And while you’re sending those over the line, ’ said Mick, 
as though not hearing Wales, “ I will make one or two private 
calls from outside. Then I want to talk to you seriously. Put 
a jerk into it. Wales. The matter is important.” 

The Yard man frowned, laid down his pipe, grabbed the 
telephone. Instantly Mick ran through to the outer office, 
picked up the instrument there. This time he was put through 
to the police at Brenthain. The conversation was brief, but 
disastrously definite: 

This is Mick Cardby, of Cardby and Son, private detectives 
You were asked earlier this morning about whether you had 
received a message from a house in your territory advising 
you to bring in a man from there. I was told then that you 
had received no such message, that you had collected no person 
from that house. Is the information you gave me then stiJJ 


ri ht 

F1 •• Absolutely, sir. A man went along to the house after we 
received your message, and he informed us that be found 

everything was quite quiet." , » Wi ii 

“ 1 was afraid that he would, said Mick j>itlvrly. Wil 
you find your local inspector for me and tell him that 1 wish 
to meet him outside that house in approximately halt an 
hour’s time'/ Tell him that if he doubts my right to ask for 
his assistance he can receive any assurances he may want by 
telephoning Scotland Yard, or by ringing Inspector Wales, of 
Ihl Special Branch, at my office? I’ll get there as qurckly as I 

"““Perfectly cle“ ? sir. 1 will hand over your message right 

“ ""Good And I’d like a man stationed near that house until 
I meet tile inspector. But under no circumstances must the 

“I'LCg off. Sound to Miss Wheeier, handed out a 
brief instruction: . i: no or j n a ny 

oZ - En&SpX'Ztt' Brentham 

.MIMS-. £ ^Cardby i^a^ye.s 

in a few hours. He returned to Wales s sme. 
bad finished his first call, said: 
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“The Yard will help as much as possible. They will have 
another twenty men looking for Macey and Armstrong within 
half an hour. Can you give them any ideasHave you any 
knowledge about where they may be found? ” 

“I’ll leave them to their own job of work. Very soon I’ll 
be looking for them myself. If you can get Mason on the 
line I’d like to have a word with him. We may as well find 
out just what he and his lads really are doing.” 

Cardby was lucky. He found the Inspector at the Tottenham 
Court Road station at the second attempt. Mason sounded 
weary. 

“Have you tried that dive in Brewer Street yet?” asked 
Mick. 

“That was our first shot, and we drew a complete blank. 
The place was entirely deserted. I don’t think there’s any 
chance that any of the parly will head back that way. It’d be 
too dangerous for them.” 

“ Perhaps. Get a couple of men to go through all the 
papers and oddments in the place. They might find some sort 
of link with another hide out. And I’d advise you to leave 
the same pair of men there until further orders. I agree with 
you that they’re not likely to return, but we can’t afford to 
take any chances. And don’t forget that Old May Freeman 
and her daughter are two first-class bets if you can find them. 
I don’t think they’ll be with Macey and Armstrong, but I’ve 
got a shrewd idea that they could lead you to them—if they’d 
talk. And there are ways of making people talk.” 

“And what are you going to do as your end of it, Cardby? 
I wanna know.” 

“ So do I, and I haven’t yet decided about it. One further 
word in your ear. Mason: Find out who P. Stoner, of Highgate, 
really was, fasten down on his friends and relatives, and they 
may give you a lead. And bear in your mind all the time 
that the dumb manager in the Cosser Hotel most certainly 
knows a lot more about the whole screwy business than he’s 
said anything about so far. I wish you the best of luck. I 
think you’ll be needing it.” 

“All of which doesn’t seem to give me a helluva lot of 
consolation.” 

“Well, what d’you want? Every case solved for you before 
you make a start? ” 

He didn’t wait for any response, grabbed his hat as he said 
to Wales : 

“ Maybe you’ll get tired of staying in this office, but I would 
very much rather that you stayed put for another few hours, 
lhc whole lid might be blown off the case in this building 
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and I’d like somebody responsible here. A message may drift 
in from one party or another at any time, and I can’t very 
well ask my secretary to grab a gun and start moving 
onwards." 


“Just a moment. You said there was something serious 
you wanted to talk about before you left. Well, what is it? 
I'm waiting to find out.” 

“ I left that one thing until I left so that I’d have a chance 
of ensuring that it would stay in your mind. Any amount 
of your men attached to the Special Branch must know 
ex-Chief Inspector Peel very well indeed. So? ” 

“ Of course they do. 1 succeeded him in the job. Why 
on earth do you ask? ” 

“ The reason, my dear Wales, is more than simple. The 
mob we’re looking for who snatched my father did something 
just as bad Weeks ago. They snatched your former chief. 
I rescued him from the dump where he was being held, and 
now he has vanished into the blue again. So I want the 
dragnet thrown out for him as well. Pass that news along 
to your own picked men. They know him.” 

“Are you crazy, Cardby? asked Wales. He passed a 
trembling hand over his face and sat down heavily on the 


edge of the desk. 

“ Nothing like that,” said Mick, and if you d have seen 
him as I did you would be more than anxious to lay the cutis 
on the people who grabbed him. If you need any other act 
to convince you that the crowd we want is tough, that one 
item of information should be enough for you to be getting 
along with. Find Peel, and he can tell you plenty. Somehow, 
I doubt very much whether he’ll be able to talk at all when 
you do find him. And the same goes for a man of my own. 
I left him with Peel to see that your old chief was handed 
over to me intact. They’ve both vanished into the blue. 
Either of ’em can say plenty. I’ll look after my own at. 
your damnedest to find Peel. He can crack the whole case 

“w2£ °had not & recoveredT^rom the shock when the door 

SSSrwr ssrws - bts 


lieat ” was on! ., k “ ant j the next stop is 

Right ahead, Sammy, sa,d M,cK > ,.» tell you how 
a place called Brentham. Head west, in > 


to get there as we go. 
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“Any better news, Mick? I thought you were never 
coming out.” 

“I can’t say, Sammy, whether things are good, bad or 
indifferent. Listen to me while I tell you how to get to this 

place. ...” , 

Forbes was no fool with a car. Twice on the way they 
were stopped, twice Mick showed his credentials, handed over 
a card, apologised, and waved to the police as they tore away 
to the west again. They were some hundred yards away from 
the ill-fated house when Mick sighted the patrol policeman 
pacing the rough road. He touched Sammy on the arm. They 
stopped. 

“Can you tell me whether the Inspector is waiting for me? ” 
asked Mick. “ I had an appointment with him outside the 
house for about this time.” 

“ You’ll find him waiting, sir,” said the constable. He 
6eemed very bored. 

“Leave the car parked here,” said Cardby. “We tan walk 
the other few strides. I want you to keep your peepers wide 
open while we walk round this house, Sammy. You never 
know what we might find, and I never object to the loan 
of a second pair of eyes. Oh, here we are, then.” 

The local Inspector walked over from the entrance to meet 
them. He did not seem very happy as he shook hands, said 
to the youngster: 

“ I can’t understand what on earth all the excitement is 
about.” 


“I am a bit doubtful myself,” declared Mick; “but I 
think it might give you some idea of the lay of the land when 
I tell you that the biggest manhunt the West End has ever 
known is going on at this moment because of something that’s- 
been happening in this house. I think we’d better break in 
and take a look around. Do you know anything about the 
people who lived here? There’s plenty I want to know along 
those lines.” 


“I can’t tell you much. The only people here I knew 
were a mother and daughter, and all I can tell you about 
them is that they were thoroughly common, completely scruffy 
people, and I could never imagine why they wanted to settle 
down in an isolated place like this. It always seemed wrong, 
to me. They weren’t the type you would expect here at all.” 

More like people you’d expect to find hitting the high, 
spots in the more common Soho dives? Is that what you. 
had m your mind, Inspector? ” 

“You must be a good guesser. That’s precisely what I 
meant. 
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They were walking up the approach to the house when 
Cardby asked: 

“ Did you notice the men who used the house at all? ” 

“ I did,” said the Inspector grimly. “ At least I saw two 
or three of them. I looked at them, remembered what the 
women looked like, and felt very, very inclined to stage a 
raid here. I don’t allow cases like that round here.” 


“Maybe,” said Mick quietly, “it is just as well for the 
benefit of your health that you didn't stage that raid. Things 
might have happened.” 

“ They would,” said the Inspector. “ Believe me, things 
would have happened.” 

“ I don’t mean exactly what you mean,” remarked Mick. 
He took a “twirl” from his pocket, found that opening the 
front door was easy work. The local man was surprised to 
find that Cardby had an automatic in his hand when they 
entered the hall. He was floundering well beyond his 
depth. 

“ Sammy.” said Mick, “ I want you to stand in this hall 
for a short time. I am going to take a quick look round the 
building. Inspector, while I walk down to the cellars here 
I want you to stand at the end of this passage so that you 
cover the back door. If you hear any sort of a move at a 1, 
give me a call, and watch your step in case you get badly 

U Mick‘did not remain for long in the cellars. Each contained 
an empty box against the wall. Apparently whoever was 
fastened to the stanchions and rings had no otheT fnrnitur 
provided He was leaving the first cellar after a cursory 

s?. B i:r 

m0 -fhei b r ri fi t. ; ^owed one fac* beyond any 

to the other two men. »i, at w jH help us 

“ In this house there must be a hoot 

to trace the people who live ^'. et j ier j t i s a tram ticket, 
how trivial the article may se ^ o{ cigarettes , a cuff-link, 

pawn .ticket, a laundry mar , P handled carefully, 

a man’s collar, a womans shw-iljn Ibe na anJ nl 

[ want you two to do your stuff on this lower ^ ^ ^ 

amble around upstairs. D°n t ur y ]{ you fj n d 

easily miss something that’s of real importance. y 
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anything that looks really good, give me a call. Take it 
easy, lads, and see that you miss nothing.” 

Mick commenced by walking quickly through the rooms 
above. There were five of them. Two were unfurnished. So 
he settled down to examine the rooms which had been 
occupied. The first room contained a full suite and a double 
bedstead. The occupants had left in a hurry. A few articles 
of women’s clothing were scattered about the room. But it 
did not require their presence to advertise the feminine 
occupancy. The place was heavily scented. Cardby picked 
up the clothing item by item, examined it, and laid it down 
again. He knew more about such things than a bachelor 
was entitled to know. And to Mick it was speedily apparent 
that the users of the room had varied considerably in age. 
From the garments he could easily form u picture in his 
mind of Old May Freeman and her daughter. He was not 
very interested. Since with one brief examination he had 
satisfied himself about the identity of the occupants, since 
he knew where they had lived in Soho, and since the dragnet 
was already out for them, he passed along to the next room. 
It was fitted with two single beds. The room was filthy. It 
was when he opened the drawers beneath the wardrobe that 
he became more interested. There were two drawers. Their 


contents revealed a surprising difference. In the one drawer 
clothes were huddled in an untidy heap. They were cheap and 
showy. A pair of affectedly pointed shoes stood in one corner 
of the drawer. They told their own story of a Soho tough. 

The clothes in the other drawer were neat, expensive and 
tastefiiL Again, Mick found that the story was telling itself. 
He was visualising the great difference between Reg Macey 
and the debonair share-pusher, Armstrong. Even as he looked 
he shook his head, could not conceive how a person like the 
dapper bucket shop salesman ever became involved in crimes 
of violence. But he knew that his father would not be likely 
to make a mistake, and the clothes he had found seemed to 
offer ample corroboration. He knew that he would not find 
much of value in that room. Already he knew the occupants, 
and knew their homes from home from which they had fled 
He was hoping that the two men below were having better 
luck when he passed through to the third furnished bedroom. 

It was then that Cardby stopped in the doorway, a frown 
creasing his forehead as he looked round the small room. It 

®«j; la,,lly a far cry indeed from the appearance, furniture, 
and fittings of the other rooms. No hermit monk could have 
arranged matters with greater austerity. The ' suite was 
fashioned of plain deal, and there was not even a rug on The 
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iinoleum-covered floor. There were no curtains attached to 
the window, merely a gaunt blind. He went quickly through 
•the chest of drawers, the humble, bare wardrobe. Two facts 
•emerged immediately. Either the occupant of this room had 
left the premises some considerable time before, or he had 
remained behind for long enough that day to see that no 
-clothing was left. 

Cardby sat on the edge of the bed, started pondering over 
the problem. It’ shrieked of everything that could be wrong. 
The man, or woman, who would furnish a bedroom with such 
excessive simplicity would not be likely to develop any affection 
for clothes, or any of the luxuries of life. So why had they 
been so anxious to see that they left no clothing behind? 

The youngster was still considering the question when his 
roving glance sighted the cardboard box on the floor in the 
corner. He picked it up idly. It was empty. He raised it to 
his" nostrils. A curious odour remained with the box, but 
Mick could not place it. He slid it into his pocket, looked 
round the room once again. On the floor near the foot of the 
bed he saw something that made him stare. He picked it up, 
and his bewilderment grew. He held a small rubber flange, 
wondered what on earth such a thing could be doing in a 
bedroom. He had seen similar objects in the possession of 
housebreakers. They could be used for preventing a piece of 
^lass falling from a window when it had been cut by a 
diamond drill. Again and again he stared round the room. 
But there was nothing further to attract his notice, lhe room 
was just too bare, too desolate to be -natural. He was still 

bearing that in his mind when he walked down the stairs. 

As he drew near the hall he heard a rush of feet.. Sammy 
Forbes almost bumped into him. The man’s face was flushed 

Com? 1 Td d .ake C an d "ycfuT d oi this, Mick. I needn’t tell 

y0 Mi a ck y fo7owed him along the passage to the smal, room a. 

hr i^.. b 0 ^ktktdru, ££ 

"“dLo and set Ere ,o everything! ” he: snapp^ “When 

I left Buster Craig in this * J e And j don’t think it 

wearing that badge in his buttonhol . Aj 

«mld have been left b , eh ” d 1 . b J m a ;. C ‘ d b”d„ e sa id nothing. He 
Sammy Forbes stared at the mute badge, sa 

couldn’t. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


MORE MUDDLES 

Cardby called the local Inspector. The man appeared with 
haste. He seemed ill at ease, almost apologetic as he 
remarked: 

“I can’t see anything that is likely to help you at all. It 
doesn’t look to me as though the people really lived here. I 
reckon they only arrived here to sleep. Leastways, that s how 
it looks to me. Have you got anything? ” 

“ At the moment, I can’t say,” replied Mick, “ but I think 
you can forget tliis house for a few hours, and start some 
more serious work. The people who lived here are wanted on 
a dozen charges, from murder downwards. So you need not 
worry about whether the matter is important. There is one 
angle that you can handle better than any other person. I’ll 
try to be as plain as I can, and then you can go ahead in 
your own way. 

“Some of your men must have seen people visiting here on 
a number of occasions. I am wanting a detailed description 
of any person they ever saw enter or leave. I want the same 
information from the local tradespeople. The same goes for 
any motor cars they have seen arrive or leave. And they need 
not be afraid that details bother me. The more I get the 
more I like ’em. As soon as you’ve started those inquiries I 
have a job for you to do, and I don’t want you to pass it along 
to any one else. Try every estate agent in this area until you 
find out who handled the letting, or the sale, of this house. 
I want every document they have in connection with it, every 
detail they can remember about the deal. Nothing is too 
trivial to be unimportant. The person taking it over must 
have produced references. I want them. A cheque mu6t 
have changed hands. I want the details. More than anything 
else I want a complete description of every person they met 
in connection with the deal. That goes for solicitors, too. 
Do you think you can manage that job alone? I’d rather you 
tried to play the game 6olo.” 

“If you leave it to me I don’t think that you’ll be 
disappointed. I know exactly what you want, and I’m pretty 
certain that within two or three hours I’d have some 
information for you. I haven’t got many men to spare, but 

l , , best 1 can about the other things I want. It 
shouldn t be very difficult. At any rate, Mr. Cardby, leave 
to do my best, will you? ” 

“ I wouldn’t want more than that from any man. All right, 
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Inspector, I’ve got to get back to Town as quickly as I can. 
telephone me as soon as you have got any information that 
looks as though it might even have a distant chance of being 
useful. I don't want to miss anything.” 

** ^ ou want me to leave a man on duty outside the house 
just the same? ” 

Certainly. And tell him to take any visitors along to the 
station, no matter what excuse they give for coming here. But 
warn your man that there is a very dim chance that the visitor 
might be hell on wheels. He must not take any chances 
whatever. If he does he won’t be likely to take another one. 
Cover the ground as closely as you can. Find out if any local 
men have ever done repairs here, whether any man worked in 
the garden, what the men from the gas company and the 
electric light company have to say, and so on. It seems 
impossible that people can have been here for quite a while 
without plenty being known about them, or about their 
appearance.” 

“ And I would suggest,” said Sammy, “ that you throw out 
another line, too.” 

“ Any suggestions sound sweet to me,” said Mick. “ What’s 
on your mind? ” 

“ See the man at the local rate office before you do anything. 


He can save you ninety per cent, of the trouble. If anybody 
knows the details, he must.” 

“ That’s such a bright idea.” remarked Cardby thankfully, 
“ that I will give you a job, Sammy. I am going to borrow 
your car. The Inspector has got more than a one-man job 
to do. Please stay here with him and help things along a bit. 
You can help each other, and two brains are always more 
helpful than one. Keep in touch with each other from time 
to time to make sure that you don’t overlap, but cover *J ie 

around faster than you’ve ever done a job in y our ll r nn ; there 
Sammy, you can start at the rate office and work 'here 

while the Inspector gives instructions to his men. I hen you 
can get in touch with hint, and tell him how things stand 
Maybe I can drop you at the rating office while I m on my 

SSrsSS’-BSStt-ar ss-'t: 

the first to speak: nnvthine at all that will 

“ Honestly. Mick have you «•« »"*“** rm scare( l stiff 
take you a part of the way on the road. 

“'“sVam l BUS if r ;’hcre is anything 
do to clear up this mess, Sammy, it * 
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energy that I fail. I think I’ve got one or two cards in the 
bag now that might turn up better than they look. A lot 
depends on what I’m told when I get back to Town. Here’s 
to hoping.” 

He dropped Forbes at the rates offices, headed immediately 
for the Yard. His call did not last for many minutes. He 
handed over the empty cardboard box and the rubber flange, 
requested that they should be sent to the Hendon laboratories 
immediately, that a report should be telephoned to his office 
at the earliest possible moment. Then he was on his way to 
Henrietta Street. 

As he entered the door lie was stopped with a remark that 
flung him back on his heels. Cardby thought he had become 
immune, that his system was shock-proof. But he found that 
it was not when Miss Wheeler said to him: 

“ That man who wanted to talk to you about your father 
has been oq the line again. He asked if he could see you.” 

A few seconds passed before Cardby could recover his 
breath. 

“ Where did lie telephone from? ” lie asked weakly. “ What 
did he say? Don’t keep me waiting. I’ve got the jitters 
already, lady.” 

'* He rang from a call-box, said he wanted to speak to you 
most urgently. Then lie asked me how he could get in touch 
with you quickly.” 

Cardby’s lips twisted as he smiled. He seemed to have 
heard of this game before. He was apprehensive as he asked 
Miss Wheeler: 

‘‘And what did you say to him? Tell me word for word if 
you can, sister.” 

‘‘I told him that you were out, that I had no idea where 
you were, and I said I would pass on the message immediately 
you returned. He said then he could not wait for long, and 
that he wanted you to telephone to him.” 

Eh? ” Cardby jerked back his head. This was different. 
‘‘ Why was he ringing from a call-box when he’s on the wire 
himself? Did you ask him? ” 

t ‘‘ I , st . art ®j t0 ’ 1,Ut h , e w ® s in Q hurf y- 1 ma V be wrong, but 
1 had the idea in my head that the man sounded dead scared 
He was very nervy, I thought.” 

number 1 ? ”° U mCan l ° ^ tl,0t hc actua,, y Save you a telephone 

“ He said that if you rang Abercorn 96384, and asked for 
Clara, she would be able to tell you where he might be able 
to meet you. What do I do? ” 

‘‘Don’t hesitate, infant. Telephone our little Clara. I’ve 
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always wanted to talk to her. I’ll take the call in my own 
office. This sounds much better.” 

Wales came out to meet him. Mick waved the man back in 
to his father’s office, wasted no words as he explained curtly: 

“ I can’t talk to you for a time. I’ll be with you very soon. 
Stay put.” 

The call was through when he raised the receiver. A 
woman’s voice was called. 

44 A friend of yours asked me to call you,” said Mick. 
44 Where do I get him? ” 

44 Are you Mick Cardby? ” asked the woman. Her voice 
quavered somewhat. 

44 That is me. I take it that you are the Ciara I had to 
call? ” 

44 Yes, I am. Don’t say any more. The man who wants 
to see you is in Room 76 at the Hotel Royalty in Regent 
Street. Is that what you want to know? ” 

44 What name do I give when I call round to see your 


friend? ” 

“ Don’t give a name at all. Just go right up to his room. 

That is all.” . , 

There was a click. The line was dead. Cardby hesitated 
for an instant. The risk of following those instructions seemed 
too heavy for. any person in their senses to take. He twiddled 
his fingers, then marched out into his father s office. Wales 
was startled when he noticed the youngster s abruptness. 

44 I’ve got a job for you to do,” he told the Special Branch 
man 44 and I want you to follow my instructions without 
asking anything about the job. You can trust me far enough 
to do that for me, can’t you? Be straight. 

44 Can’t you trust me far enough to tell me what s in yjur 

mi ” No^tlfis 7 time. It is too important. If it had been 
something trivial I would never have made that request. 

what do you say about it, Wales- i t 

“ I’ll ride along with you, Cardby. I dont thin y 


l 

near 76.‘ AU iThasTo do is stay there 

3SS? ££ sste* 

and I want you to come up with a gun in y 
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instructions are simple. The sooner you start the better it 
will be. Can I rely on you to follow what I’ve said to the 
last letter? It would be fatal if you were seen at the front 
of the hotel, or anywhere near Room 76, unless the staff 
manager or the floor manager call you. I’ll leave you to fix 
with them where you receive the message. But, for the love 
of Mike, don’t show yourself in the hotel. That would finish 
everything.” 

“ I'm trusting you implicitly, Cardby,” said Wales, “ and 
I’m on my way.” 

“ I hope you won’t be receiving any call,” said Mick. And 
he meant it! He waited in the office to put through a call to 
the nursing home. In any case, he did not intend to urrive 
at the hotel on Wales’s heels. The youngster was quietly 
excited, wondered whether the break for which he had waited 
had come at last. He was not too optimistic. The breaks in 
the case seemed few and far between. As he telephoned his 
spirits rose somewhat. His father was still asleep, and the 
home had nothing further to report. Mick walked out of the 
office again, pausing on his way to leave a message with the 

girl: 


“ In half an hour telephone the Royalty Hotel in Regent 
Street. Ask for Room 76, and if you think there is anything 
funny going on there, get in touch with the manager instantly, 
and ask for some person to be sent to the room. But don’t 
make the call in less than the half-hour. Sec you later.” 

Cardby did not mind taking chances, but he saw no point 
in smacking his head in a noose when lie could keep out of 
it by using a degree of common sense. Still, it was not without 
something of a quiver round the heart that lie walked through 
the crowded foyer of the great hotel. He made no attempt 
to pass near the reception desk, did not move at all towurds 
the battery of lifts. Instead he strolled slowly up the wide 
staircase. He had not noticed that his entrance had been 
observed. Among the crowd he had every chance to make 
his way through to the first floor without attracting attention. 
His feet made no sound as he strode over the thickly-piled 
carpet. He passed a floor waiter without giving him a second 
glance. All the same, his hand was clutched round the butt 
of his automatic as he pressed the bell on Room 76 and waited 
to see what the gods would throw into his lap. Nothing 
happened. He rang again. Still there was silence. The 
youngster felt an oddly cold feeling rising in his body. It 
wasnt that he possessed a second sense. Rather was it that 
things were too quiet to be right. And for the third time he 
thumbed the bell. 
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Then he decided that some move should be made. It was 
useless to ring again. He stood in the passage, waiting for 
a floor waiter to pass. When one hailed in sight he stopped 
him, wondered for an instant what to say, remarked: 

“ I had an appointment with my friend in this room. I 
am afraid that he is not very well. I can’t make any one 
hear. Do you mind using your pass-key so that we can make 
certain that he is quite all right? I am very worried.” 

Oddly enough, Cardhy was not posing. He was very worried. 
The waiter saw that. Maybe that was why he made no attempt 
to argue, inserted the key, and pushed open the door. Cardby 
was looking over the waiter’s shoulder as the door opened. 
He did not need to take a second look. A man lay sprawled 
on floor. There was a quantity of blood on the carpet. The 
waiter shook and turned to Cardby pathetically as he remarked: 

“ He looks a bit more than ill to me, sir. I’ll call the 
manager.” 

The man was stepping into the room to reach the telephone 
when Mick stretched out his hand and gripped the waiter s 
shoulder. He said: 

“ Don’t go into that room. I am a detective. That's why 
I v/an ted the door opened. Ring the manager from another 
room. I want nobody in here now.” 

The waiter was too awed to offer a protest. He walked 
along the passage. Mick stepped carefully into the^ room. 
For a time he stared at what he could see of the man s face. 
And so far as he knew he had never set his eyes on the man 
before. There was no need to search for the cause of death, 
no need to wonder why no outcry had been heard. A 
stiletto was buried through the man’s heart. The blade 
had passed through from beneath the collar-bone. I lie 
youngster was not alone for long. Before the waiter had time 
to return Mick heard a rush of footsteps a ong the corridor. 
Inspector Wales dashed into the room, took a quick glance 

at the corpse and then eyed Cardby carefully. .. 

« You certainly know how to pick your murders, he said 
slowly. “Do you realise that this is the third corpse you ve 
been the first to find to-day? What is it you ve got-a natural 

faculty for finding sudden death? .. f - fu mall 

“It looks that way. The first job is to identify ' ma . 
I don’t give a hoot about the fact that he s bora rubbed ouL 

All that concerns me is that he was murdered because he was 
ready to talk to me. He was stabbed because hetoo 

much to he safe while he was alive. j pre or 

this man is. Wait a moment. Are you the manager - , 

what are you? ” 
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The stout man who had followed Wales into the room wiped 
his moustache. 

“ I am the manager. I was acting on instructions from this 
gentleman.” 

“ Splendid. Then do you happen to know this stiff on the 
floor? ” 

“I have never seen him before in my life. Yon must ask 
the reception office. What a tragedy. What on earth am I 
to do? What should one do? ” 

“ Collect all the waiters off this floor, tell them that I will 
see them in your private office in a quarter of an hour. Until 
jhen close this door, and don’t allow any one else to open it. 
That’s all for the moment.” 

Mick picked up the telephone. Wales laid u hand on his 
arm, asked: 

“ And what exactly do you intend to do now, Cardhy? I’m 
getting suspicious.” 

“So am I. That’s why I’m ringing the person who made 
the appointment for me to meet this man here. Can you 
think of anything better to do? ” 

Wales retired defeated, sat on a settee and stared fixedly at 
the corpse Mick did not have to wait long for his Ahcrcorn 
number. And he lost no time. 

“Is that Clara?” he asked. “This is your gentleman 
friend speaking.” 

“ I can recognise your voice,” said the woman. “ What is 
the matter now? " 

Only this, remarked Cardby. “ I have knocked twice on 
your friends door and because I do not know his name he 
won t let me into his room. To make certain that I’m playing 
a straight game lie told me to ring you again, get the name 
from you and then call at his room. I don’t want to waste my 

tune. 1 am a busy man. What is his name? Either tell me 
or I walk out of here.” 

understand mail ' V ” a ‘ hC *° y ° u? 1 «■*»■ 

I’m ^eitLr.irel” T '" "** ° r Wh “‘ '* his ■»">«? 

Wilson ” riSht ’” Sa ' d t,IC W ° man hcsi,anl, y- “His name is Ray 

Thanks,’ said Mick, slamming down the receiver He 
kn ew that name well enough. So the corpse had once been 

Cardhv ”« W T°1 ^ ^ 0n A J a . ile >;. as , the agent for “Mick 
nniu7i- u lc y ° ungster f elt his head swirling. But he 

S "art l ° gel ' gaVC the Abercorn nnntber fo Inspector 
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For the love of crying out loud, trace the address of that 
number, get along there, collect the woman named Clara and 
bring her to my office. This man was ready to squeal. She 
hxed the appointment with him for me. Now you know 
the rest. !• ind her before the bloke who murdered this man 
finds her! 

The Special Branch man did not have to be told twice. He 
waved and said: 

I 11 leave you to do the best you can here. I’ll find that 
woman now.” 


For almost an hour Mick' remained in the hotel. And at 
the end of that period his progress had been substantially nil. 
Hay Wilson had entered the hotel three hours before his body 
was found, he had registered as L. B. Moss, and had made 
no request, received no callers. The waiters had seen so many 
people passing them in the corridor that they could not 
remember any individuals. They had taken no callers to 
Room 76; nor had the page-boys. And the lift attendants 
were no more helpful. Cardby worked for half an hour with 
a couple of divisional detectives. Then he told them to give 
him a ring if they found anything that looked good, headed 
back towards the office. He felt weary, disheartened. Miss 
Wheeler apparently thought so also. She handed him a cup 
of tea almost immediately he walked in. 

“ Has there been any news while I’ve been out? ” he 
inquired. 

“ Yes. Inspector Mason wants to hear from you at once 
at his own station.” 

“He can wait until I’ve finished this tea. Anything else 
of importance? ” 

“ Sammy Forbes is coming back to the office almost 
immediately. He asked me to tell you that he has struck 

something that he thinks is hot.” ... / 

“ That sounds very much better. I can do with a trace ot 
good news. And you have heard nothing further that might 

encourage me a little?” . . 

“No. That’s all I know. Is there anything I can do lor 


you at all? ” . , T .i • i 

“ Yes, Angelic. Go out and buy me a new head. I think 

I’m needing one. But before you do that, telephone Mr. 

Kelway, the solicitor, for me.” , r nr Jk v 

The bemusing events of the day had not ceased. Cardby 

realised that as he was told that Kelway had left he office 

without leaving any message stating where he was going oral 

what time he would return. So he gave g Mick 

at Sunningdale, found that Mailey was on the line. Mic 
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asked him if Kelway was with him, discovered that he was not. 

I think, said Mick, “ that you’ll be interested to know that 
the man who called on you—Ray Wilson—won’t call again. 
He.s been murdered! ” 

The youngster heard a groan and a crash. Then the line 

was dead He was scratching his head, wondering in which 

way to make the next jump, when the door opened and Wales 

walked in. The man was disconsolate, sat down heavily. 

No good he said. “ I arrived to find that the bird had 
flown. Too bad. 

“ So now we’re almost hack where we started. I’d better 

KF heanolher Ufcrf £Sr“ Wa " ,S *° SPCak *” 

A minute later Mick smacked down the receiver and jumped 
hat US fCet ’ HlS faCC was * ,us,ied as he reached out for his 

Maybe,” he declared. “ Mason isn’t getting off with the 

wrong foot after all. He has collected a couple of people 
Im more than anxious to meet.” people 

‘‘The t w?fl nd / a .K eaP belter - WI '° has he grabbed, Cardby? ” 
the wife of the mysterious P. Stoner, of Highgate and 

the manager of the Cosser Hotel who had run out of the 
party- Are you coming with me? 99 

Don t ask silly questions! ” 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


CATHERINC LOOSE ENDS 

Mason was pacing the floor when they arrived The Tn,n~t^ 

ST his -2— t 

10 eet S ° mcwherc - 1 *• most important 

on'I»l! It1T ai " S IO te Se<>n ’” Said Mick cautiously. “How 

.o\r%^rwXha ac r» ,he woman? 1 rai - ^ 

SO nmcMhat^u ^7 rUnning around 

I had a photograph of the still T„ Ee<! “‘a eveni , n « P“P«S- 

on r Vo-iint £ P 

your pr«aence.”° Ur ^ 1 Td^ ~ “ 
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“ Tliat was considerate. Mason. So what are we waiting 
for? I’m quite ready.” 

A moment later the woman was ushered into the office. 
She was small, frail, thirtyish, and non-descript. Her body 
was shaking, her hands trembling. Mick pushed a chair over 
towards her, waited for her to sit down. Mason nodded his 
head to the youngster, waited for him to begin. Said Mick: 

‘‘ We need not tell you how sorry we are, madam. It is a 
most tragic matter. Would you mind starting by telling us 
your correct name, please? ” 

“Agatha Andrews. I don’t know what to make of the 
business at all.” 

“ You have no doubt in your mind that the victim is your 

husband? ” , 

“None at all. I saw the photograph, and I ve been to the 


mortuary since.” . 

“ We’d like his full name, address, business, and any other 

details, madam.” . , , ,, , , 

“ His name was Percy, and we lived at Finchley, rle worked 

in the City as a clerk. We were just ordinary people. There 
isn't much I can tell you. I am the most bewildered person 
in the world. Until a few weeks ago we were always happy. 
Then Percy changed his job, and after that he seemed like a 
different man altogether. I can t understand it at all. He 
was always very good to me, and I don t think he ever did 

a °“ very*sad. What was he before he changed his 

J °“ Aold you. rCW Hc was just a plain clerk in the City. We 

iTwlfso happy, what made him change his work? 

W -‘ a i‘ really'can’tVell you mud, abou, U, sir. He camejrome 
and told me he had got the ofier of^a hetterj ^ 

tliat he shouldn t change his u , tallcinc to Percy 

Then a man started coming to the house, ^ ter h staged 
about it. I think that was the end home, 

to work for the man he started y jj n * t ge t him to 

and he was worried and miserable, and I ^Idn^ g ^ ^ 

tell me what was the matt ^’ d i 00 ked as though he 

he used to stay *^ kc 1 “nySing of it at all.” 

was frightened. I couldn t m y T hen he asked 

Cardby played for a moment with a penc 

her suddenly: the City, Mrs. Andrews. 

“ There are all sorts of c-lerks in t band > s busine ss, 

I don’t suppose you know much about your 
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but you might know a little. Just what sort of a clerk was he? 
For which firm did he work? Do you know? ” 

“ Oh, I can tell you that, sir. He worked for Grender 
Brothers, the bankers, and all I know is that he worked in 
their foreign bond department.” 

“And do you happen to know the firm he joined a few 
weeks ago? ” 

“ I don’t know the name of the people, sir, but 1 know 
their place was at Mostyn House, Threadneedle Street, 
because I saw the address on the back of envelopes when they 
wrote to him. That’s all I can tell you, sir.” 

“You are doing wonderfuly well, Mrs. Andrews. I am 
sure you re being most helpful. Could you give me some sort 
of a description of the man who used to call at the house, 
the man who persuaded him to change his job? ” 

“ 1>m not very good at it, but I’ll try. He wasn’t old, not 
more than forty, and he was what I would call a swanky 
dresser. And he talked well.” 

“Thanks. Just answer tl^ese questions about him—you can 
give me the details quite roughly. I’d like to know his height, 
colour of hair and eyes, whether the hair was straight or not, 
and what sort of teeth he had. Try.” 

The woman sucked her thumb and stared slowly round the 
small group. 

“It isn’t easy for me,” she said. “He was pretty tall, 

S°I!L S1 ? • ° 0t - H [ s . e y es r were more blue than anything, and 

anvJhiL £a !.u7 a i7 hair ' i 1 Can rcmember his teeth easier than 
anything else, because they were so good.” 

Wales and Mason were surprised when' Mick rose to hie 

, A S ?V e w ? s P ,a y‘ n g round bis mouth as he bowed 
slightly, said to the woman: 

for long S ” CXCUSe “ e f ° r a fCW secont,s * 1 wil1 b e away 

Ya r d raan 1 and Mason ploughed through routine 
questions for a short time until Cardby returned The 

youngster gave no explanation of his short absence sai down 

again, and seemed satisfied for a time to listen. 

, ufT me ’ h ? interru Pted after a time. “ But did vour 
husband have much more money from his new inh u 

had had before, Mrs. Andrews? ” J ° b than he 

good Y ” S ’ qUhe 3 l0t m ° re * Bul il didn ’ 1 seem t0 do him any 
“Thanks,” remarked Mick, adding: “I’m walkinc into 

= - £« £ 

the same way they’U do all they can for you.” P “ 1 
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Wales wondered whether Cardby was right in the head. 
Mason didn’t wonder. He was convinced that the youngster 
had blown the top! For nearly half an hour they plied the 
woman with questions. At the end of that time they found 
they were no nearer to solving the mystery of the man’s death. 
It was when the questions were becoming frayed, when Mrs. 
Andrews showed signs of weariness, that the door opened and 
Mick Cardby walked in again. He waited until all were 
quiet. Then he drew an envelope from his pocket, opened it, 
pulled out a photograph and placed it on the desk before 
Mrs. Andrews. Cardby sat back, watched her face and said 
nothing. It was a matter of seconds before the woman’s lips 
parted, and she turned to gaze at Mick. M 

“Where on earth did you get this picture from, mister.'' 


she asked. . 

“You know that man, Mrs. Andrews, don t you' Who is 

he? How do you know him? ” 

“That’s the man who came along to the house a lew 
times, and got my Percy to change his job. Where on earth 

•did you get the picture from? ” , . 

The Yard man and Mason jumped to their feet. They knew 

from whence the picture had come. Those m the Rogues 

Gallery are standardised! . _ 

Cardby replaced the picture in his pocket, bowed again 

Mrs Andrews, turned to the two detectives with a sat.sfied 

,m ‘And’ perhaps’if you would see that a matron stayed with 
the hidy for a short time we might find something more usefu 

‘° Immediately ‘tl^ 1 woman left the office both men turned to 

M “I, was’T gamble,” he said. “buM.JJ'S-I 

hear that Peter Andrews was in t hj n k of only one 

he was mixed up with this ’ it j him, who might 

man who would have established cent a * ^ 

have pulled him into the ^I so l got the picture 

"from"*the Yard^That min is Timothy Armstrong, and he is 

‘^•marlVutl^Ldaime'dW.ies admiringly. “So what 

’"’“’plenty 5 bm'/ don't think either of go 

I want to visit Mostyn Hous r Armstrong, or discover 

what is happening there I want to treod the corn 

:t e the ‘StrPollcTb^e iight ° ut9lde ,our 
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jurisdiction. Just hold what you know under your huts, do 
nothing, act as though you know nothing, and wait for me to 
come back and lay the cards on the table. One false move 
now, and the whole lay-out is wrong again. I know Armstrong. 
I now want to know plenty about that firm in the City.” 

“And what lines do you think wc should take about that 
manager from the Cosser Hotel? ” asked Mason. “You seem 
to know most of the answers, Cardby.” 

“ Do w hat you like with him, and I don’t think he’ll be able 
to help you very much. He ranks just about as highly with 
that mob as a floor-sweeper stands with a big West End 
establishment. I think you’ll find that I am about right. The 
only thing he might help you with might be a list of places 
where you might find either Reg Macey, his girl friend, or her 
mother. I’m not optimistic, but there is a chance. He’d 
know that trio much better than he would know any of the 
other people. Please yourselves about it.” 

Mick walked out of the room more jauntily than he had 
entered. He still wanted all the luck that was going, but at 
any rate, he had made a start. He took a taxi to the Citv 
made lm first call at the Guildhall. There he found a friend 
Of old Standing, a detective well versed in all that could be 
wrong with finance, and with the men who pulled the strings. 

Listen, Ernie, said Mick. “You know Tim Armstrong 
as well as you know your own right hand. I am told that he 

Threadn^pHl *° c? h " C 0° w with a firm in Mostyn House. 
Threadneedle Street. Im more than curious about it 

tt&Tr ever.” 61 ' “ ^ ^ ^ ^ "" d 

, ™ e , Cily ‘J ete . ctiv<: thumbed his chin. He was in no hurry 

nae. Tt. and he y ?“" gst ? r had "® intention of foreina the 
pace. 1 he man 6poke at last: 


Armstrong is with a firm called 

er /'h 8 1°!’ 1 hav f e K . bcen k ? e P in G an eye on them for a 

time. And I know nothing against them—except that he is 

one of the big shots of the firm. Every inquiry I have made 

so far has led me nowhere, and I dare not travel too far 

Then- staff is sound, and I can’t find that they’re working the 

tty?"* P bUSme6S - What ’ S S,Iin<:d y ™ <>" their e traiT, 
M “ Il *l 3 l0 r ng 8t °, ry ’ and 1 wouldn’t like to weary you Anv 

i wanthL 1 pr a ?t,y y ba m d y .y h o nd6 ° n Tim ° lhy A ™ s *™ g . 

but'WL^se-d"* „ y ot d ™^7,h H ° USe ' 

the morning, Mick.” k rourtd lhere lu 
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The youngster hesitated for a while before confiding in the 
detective: 


“ I’ll have to show you some of my cards, Ernie. The fact 
is that Armstrong will not be wanted for anything as trivial as 
a few financial frauds. Very soon he’ll be charged—if he is 
found—with murder and another score of offences. The West 
End at the moment is riddled with detectives who are looking 
for him. I don’t think they will call in the City Police, since 
the man is more likely to be in the West End than in the 
City. You follow me? It so happens, Ernie, that I want him 
even more than the police do. My father was kidnapped earlier 
to-day, and now one of my men has been snatched. Tim 
Armstrong knows the reply to both those snatches, so you can 
easily work out how badly I want him. The trouble is that 
while I’m searching for him in Soho and thereabouts I can’t 
very well keep an eye on Mostyn House. But if he has any 
real money at that place he’ll probably return there before 
he tries to make a getaway, because he must know that the 

heat is on.” , ... 

“I can see what’s in your mind, Mick, and 1 don C nxijna 
lending a hand. I had no idea that Armstrong would cut 
off into that sort of business. I’m on duty until midnight, 
so I’ll ‘keep an eye on Mostyn House for you. If I get 
any sort of a break I’ll give you a word on the blower right 

a “That’s very good of you, Ernie. Don't forget that Armstrong 
is not the man he used to be. If you see him be amned 
careful. Just take a chance and smack the cuffs on him 
Charge him with anything you like. I m betting that he d 
knows right away what lie was wanted for. Remember, hell 

P "YM£'uking chances. Mick. I can get in touch with 

y °“ r SureIy e? The place will he open until this case is broken 
wide open. You have taken a big load olf my mind, Er . 
Many thanks and happy hunting. . w _ rt i He 

Card by felt more relieved P, he ‘^^Hiehad left 
knew that lie could rely e J ltire y g Forbes wandering 

behind. In the office he grabbed Mick by 

around like a hungry tiger in a cag • 

the arm, rushed him into the in “® r °“ C ^ ick „ hc said . ‘‘It 
“I’ve got quite a bit of news ’ th ; nC r S at Brentham. 

didn’t take me long to get an g ° named 

That house was let on a three y get off him is 

Harold Farmer. The best description I can J hat pale 

that he is approaching sixty, has grey hair, a 
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complexion, blue eyes, and a slim figure. He gave two 
references. One was from the Weymouth Street branch of 
the Western Bank. The other was from Timothy Armstrong, 
the managing director of a City company called Ivlestcr 
Finance. So far so good. But I travelled a bit farther along 
the road. The odd thing about this man seems to be the way 
in which he pays his bills. I talked to the people at the rates 
office, to the agent who let the house, to local shopkeepers, 
garage men, and so on. He works through half a dozen 
accounts, and almost as many names. 

“ One or two people have mentioned the fact to him. They 
say he has given them a disarming smile and explained that 
in his position it wasn’t wise to place all one’s eggs in one 
basket. I think they imagined that he was a bookmaker, or 
something like that. About the other people who visited the 
house I didn’t bother. I left that to the local Inspector 
because I wanted to get right back here and give you what 
information I had got. What line of action do you intend to 
take now, Mick? You’ve got something to work on.” 

Did you have the good fortune to get a specimen of the 
man’s signature? We might be able to get somewhere if we 
had that with us.” 


“ I’ ve got two,” said Sammy triumphantly. “ I’ve got one 
on the agreement for the house, and one on the agreement lie 
signed .with the gas company.” 

“Let me have those, Sammy. I’d like to show them to an' 
expert., He might be able to tell me something about them 
Now We got a tougher job for you. I know the Armstrong, 
of Mester Finance’ and I’ve got a friend of mine with the 
City C.I.D. looking for him at his offices in Mostyn House, 
rhreadneedle Street. Now, quite a number of people in the 
City know Armstrong well. And in the City there arc plenty 
of clubs open at this time of the day within a quarter of a 
mile radius of the Stock Exchange. I’d like you to amble 

ArTllt 056 H kC Tl ““‘I y ° U fi / ld S ° mC PerSOn who kno 'VS 

t liS i * 1 T u hen 1 *T l tke man ’ s home address, and 
a list of the places he uses when lie is not at the office. You’d 

better make it snappy Sammy, or you’ll find all the places 

closing down on you. I wish you all the luck.” 

Forbes had just left the office when Inspector Wales bustled 
m. The Yard man was beginning to look the worse for wear 
He was a little too near his pension day to work exacting 
hours without them taking their toll 

“You were right, Cardby” he said, “about that manager 
bloke from the Cosser Hotel. We worked on him as welAs 
we could, pulled every trick out of the bag that we knew 
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and then wc had to come to the conclusion that your "uess 
was accurate. It wasn’t that the man wouldn’t talk. It was 
that he was such a small cog in the wheel that he didn’t 
know anything, lie had no idea where we could find Mncey, 
or any of the others, and he couldn’t tell us of any hide-out 
they had other than Old May Freeman’s. He hadn’t even 
heard of the place at Brentham. I called round at the Brewer 
Street dive on my way back. The lads were still watching 
it. Of course, it was empty. I think the men there are 
wasting their time, Cardby.” 

“ So do I, but we dare not take any chances. Let them stay 
there. There was a question I wanted to ask you some time 
ago, but in the middle of the excitement I forgot to. You 
naturally knew Chief Inspector Peel very well. Can you tell 
me whether he ever smoked Turkish cigarettes? ” 

“ He certainly did, Cardby, and he smoked plenty of them, 
too. Why? ” 


“I,was curious. I could smell them in the cellar of that 
house, and I saw one or two cigarette-ends there. I’m getting 
along to the yard now. Let me have a word there if anything 
turns up. I won’t be long away.” 

Mick paused as he left the place to telephone the nursing 
home. The news was good. His father was still sleeping quite 
peacefully. At the Yard Mick found the man he wanted— 
Chief Inspector Cartwright. He handed over the two 
agreements, said to the detective: 

“ Those two signatures might help mo to break a big case, 
Inspector. What you don’t know about handwriting isn’t 
worth knowing. And anything you can tell me ^ about them 
would be gratefully received by this small child.” 

Cartwright pulled a magnifying-glass from bis desk, 
scrutinised the signatures for an appreciable time. Mick 

waited anxiously before he said: 

“ Any little detail you might notice would be of real interest 


“ The ‘ 1 ’ in Harold is unusual. The man makes it with 
a straight line. He doesn’t seein to like loops at all. hven 
with the ‘e’ in Farmer you’ll find that he has flattened the 
loops so that they’re almost invisible. The a and ™ e . 

are not written in the normal manner. I . 9 f° l dd ^ y that { t 
n-imes were written in a hurry. That might mean one ot two 
S ThVmT m a„y have penned them .ha, way P.^ause 
he was so used to signing that:name, or 1he ““V '““ 

it quickly because he was afraid he aught <*<>* ,h “ “ 
not accustomed to signing the name. You can take you 

pick." 
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And is there anything else you can tell me about those 


momcas? ” 


jiuuao • 

“ Afraid not, except, as I said before, they arc quite 
uncommon. It would not be difficult to trace the same 
person through other signatures, unless he is phenomenally 
clever.” 

“Thanks,” said Mick. “I’m very grateful to you, Inspector. 
Now I’ve got another call to make. I may call as I come back. 
Once again, many thanks.” 

Mick walked through to another department, found an 
officer waiting for him. In his hand he held two sheets of 
paper, said to Mick: 

“ You’ve arrived at the right moment, laddie. I have just 
got the info, you want from Hendon, but I don’t think that 
it will help you a lot. That cardboard box contained some 
kind of a cosmetic. They say it was most probably a form 
of grease paint. Beyond that they won’t go. But the rubber 
flange is much more interesting. Even the boys at Hendon 
wondered where it came from. It was not what you thought 
it might be, son. Here’s their report. They say it was 
almost certainly used for some purpose of suction within a 
person’s mouth. And they actually found minute traces of 
dried saliva on it. How does that fit into your scheme of 
things? ” 

“ Quite well,” said Mick. He was staring at the wall. On 
it was hung an illuminated testimonial.' He walked over to it, 
examined it with care, and then read down the list of names 
attached to the document. His informant was surprised to 
discover when he turned round that Cardby bad left the office. 
Mick called again upon Cartwright, persuaded him to walk 
to the room in which the testimonial was hanging. The 
youngster framed his question: 

“Just to help me, and give me a clearer idea, Inspector, 
can you see any signature on this testimonial that looks like 
the monicas I showed you? ” 

Cartwright smiled and looked down the names. His own 
was among them. His smile increased as he turned to 
Cardby, placed his finger on the document. 

«^J Un " y thing that you should ask that question,” he said. 

1 his signature is about as near to those you have as you’d 
be likely to find, 

an!f rMd^ em ^ eC * ° aS drew nearer * looked closely 

miss^^beatf 1 Inspector) ” The youngster’s heart 
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 

% 

HEADING FOR A ROUND-UP 


Mick stared ut the name as though quite fascinated. But 
once the spell was broken he smiled apologetically to the men 
in the room, grabbed the telephone and gave his own office 
number, contacted Wales, said: 

” Cardby here. Come along to the Yard right away. Don’t 
waste any time.” As he replaced the receiver he turned to 
the detectives and asked, 44 If the Chief Constable isn’t in his 
office I want him brought back to the Yard. Where can I 
find him? And I want the Big Six present as well.” 

It would be ludicrously mild to say that the men were 
startled. They were staggered. The luck still ran with Cardby. 
The Chief was in his office, and three of the Big Six were in 
the building. They had assembled in the Chief s room by the 
time Wales appeared on the scene. All were mystified, even 
more so when they noticed the care with which Cardby asked 
for an officer to be stationed outside the office, and then locked 


“ Gentlemen,” he said, “ this is probably the si avest 

conference that has ever been held at Scotland Yard. I am 

asking you in a few minutes’ time to take *" ““S™ to day 
You all know that a crime-wave hit London today. 

There * alder a. the Cosser Hotel, ano.her at Brentham 

front MlT-Sl 

f- ofi^appinV vour former coUeague, my fathers 

Xrtt £?, “ 

eitheT kidnaped or murdered. I must admit that I fear he 
has been slain. . »..* before they occurred we 

.. Those are e».ahhshed faets But hefo r e^, ^ 

had a wave of organised cr ‘ me i of this band of 

I was receiving the blame The <W™ ead member of the 

crime used my name m ? ach ca ; e . f acts Inspector Wales 
party. If you want Stalls about those Branch be 

will present them to you- As ^ a i most eyery part 

has received reports of the. b difficu i t t o imagine a 

of the world. Gentlemen, it would ue 

more grave position. made which makes the 

crimes’themselves seem^Imost ^unimportant. You must prepare 
yourselves for a shock. 
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“Gentlemen, the organiser of that crime-wave, the instigator, 
if not the committer of the murders, is Walter Peel, former 
Chief Inspector •of the Special Branch here at New Scotlund 
Yard! ” 

Cardby ceased speaking, lit u cigarette. All the men gaped. 
For a moment one of them smiled. He thought Cardby hud 
played a joke in lamentably bad taste. Then he took another 
look at the youngster’s face and changed his mind. The Chief 
Constable rapped on the desk with his knuckles, said: “ Cardby, 
you have just made a most astonishing statement. I know 
you and, of course, I know your father. I can’t think that 
you would make such an allegation without considering every 
angle of the charge you have made.” 

“ Naturally. It could scarcely be a statement that one would 
make without accepting full responsibility. I am sorry, 
gentlemen, but I am right about it.” 

“ It seems obvious that there is one thing you must do 
immediately,” said the Chief Constable. “ Before we can 
believe such a staggering charge we must have your reasons 
for making it. Think cautiously and well before you speak, 
Cardby, and remember that you are talking to men of vast 
experience.” 

“That I am not likely to forget, sir. I will have to take 
all of you back for a few hour£, and in doing so I will be as 
brief as possible. Inspector Wales commanded me to visit 
him here this morning because the reports he had received 
from abroad concerning my activities were most alarming. I, 
up to a point, satisfied him that I had no connection with the 
crime-wave at all, asserted that I had only one ambition: to 
nnd the person who was using my name, and see that 
they took all that was coming to them. What Inspector 
Wales did not know was that at the time I was with 
him my father was interviewing two prospective clients, and 

bl°ackmair P them d ^ * Mkk Cardby ’ was attempting to 

“ That was the position when I left the Yard. On my return 
journey I found that I was being followed. I engaged one of 
my own men to follow the man. He did so, and reported to 
me that the man had entered Cosser Hotel. You know what 

a r ned ; 1 e . nterad the hotel, found that the man was dead 
I am certain that I can explain the cause of his murder A 

WmSlff k" 1 h 5 d „ bce 2 arran 6 ed - The man tailing me was 
himself being followed as a check. That person found that 

2; an ' ia taken up the trail, had followed the man to the 

hotel. He knew that I would find the man there that most 

probably I would make him talk. That risk dare not be taken 


i&n 
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So poor Stoner, otherwise Andrews, was rubbed out to prevent 
him squealing. 

“ Now let me go back a little on my tracks. Between the 
time I left the \ ard and the time I arrived at the office my 
father had been kidnapped! I found a note waiting for me 
telling me the snatch had been pulled by 4 Mick Cardby II.’ 
\ou can imagine my feelings when I started the search for 
iny father. And it so happened that my first call was at the 
Cosser Hotel. From that point I would like to relieve you 
of listening to the details of my search for my father. Time 
is too precious to waste with such matters. To cut a long 
story short, I found a woman who led me to the house at 
Brentham in which my father was held in one of the cellars. 
I entered the place with my assistant Craig. The people we 
wanted had gone. Those they left behind did not count. I 
found my father fastened in one of the cellars. But in the 
first cellar I found a so-called prisoner whom I later found 
out was former Chief Inspector Peel. The man looked 
emaciated and ill-treated, but I would remind you for a 
moment that the light was very bad. I released my father, 
went back to my assistant, told him to knock unconscious 
the man he had captured, report to the local police, and 
take away the other man—Peel—to his flat so that I could 
talk to him at my leisure. When I arrived outside with my 
father I found my woman informant dead in my car. Since 
several escaped from the house when we arrived, since the 
woman was known to all, and since they would be certain 
that she had squealed, I don’t think you need worry very 
much about why she met her death. 

“I took my father to a nursing home, waited for news from 
my assistant Craig, and from the police at Brentham. You 
can imagine my entire dismay when I discovered that no 
message had been given to the local police, and then found 
that Craig and the prisoner from the house had not returned 
to his flat. Immediately I travelled over to the house, several 
thoughts were crossing my mind as I went that way. 1 was 


nviv v. "V - | . .1 

knowing by then a few of the people in Uie mob, 


thought 

to r ponder upon "who would have the brain to organise suen 
crimes Mostly I was thinking of the carefully planned coups 
which were arranged abroad. Suddenly it occurred to , ) that 
only a person with a highly specialised and 

could have done such things. Such men, I *o“ght.as W 
Inspector Wales, or former Chief Inspector Peel. »ot 
Snecial Branch, and both highly ^ versea in 

international crime. Immediately the second 

my mind, I thought I could see daylight. The mob held 


r 
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Peel as a captive, and were using his knowledge! 

“ For a few minutes that theory sounded quite sound. Then 
1 examined the house, found it quite empty. It was then that 
my first doubts arose. When I left the premises only three 
people remained: my assistant, his prisoner, and Peel. The 
other birds had already flown. Now the man my assistant was 
guarding was unconscious when I left, and anything he had 
in the way of weapons had been taken from him. Furthermore, 
Craig is one of the most powerful men I have ever met. 
That thought set a glimmer of suspicion alight in my mind. I 
examined the cellar in which I found Peel. I could smell 
Turkish tobacco, and I saw three or four cigarette-ends on 
the floor. 

“ Gentlemen, you are experts in the ways of criminal 
investigation. I am a comparative novice. But follow the 
trail of my mind. My father had been shown the broken 
Peel, had been told of the terrible manner in which the man 
had been handled, and I had seen the man manacled to the 
wall in that cellar. If the people holding him were treating 
him in that way, is it for a second conceivable that they would 
provide him with cigarettes and matches? That may sound 
trivial. But think it over and you’ll realise more clearly how 
my suspicions were forming. I then searched the upper part 
of the house. Three bedrooms were furnished. Two of them 
had clothes about. I knew at a glance the identity of the four 
people who used those room. I will later give you the names 
of those people. 

“ Then I went into the third bedroom. It was scantily 
furnished, and the person occupying it had left no clothing 
whatever behind. That suggests instantly that the occupant 
was more cautious, more cunning, more brainy than the 
occupants of the other bedrooms. On the floor I found two 
items which interested me. One was a rubber flange, the 
other an empty carboard box. Both those articles were 
examined this afternoon at the laboratories at Hendon. I 
received the report only a few minutes ago. The box had 
held grease paint, the rubber suction flange had, by scientific 
tests, been recently inside some person’s mouth. Instantly I 
began to reflect upon the gaunt and emaciated appearance of 
the former Chief Inspector Peel. I saw him in the cellar in 
a bad light. With the aid of those rubber suction flanges he 
could easily give his face a cadaverous look, could easily 
make his cheeks sink. With the aid of grease paint he could 
make his face look quite ghastly. The whole picture was 
beginning to form in my mind. 

“ And now I must take you back for an hour. I employed 
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an assistant to make the most rigorous inquiries about the 
tenant of that house. He traced it to a man named Harold 
Farmer. He had a description of that man. Allowing for a 
certain amount of disguise that mental picture he gave to me 
could quite readily have fitted Walter Peel. Now I knew that 
I was getting somewhere. But I think that you gentlemen 
will be further satisfied when I pass on to the next link in 
the chain. My assistant had secured two signatures written 
by the so-called Harold Farmer. He handed those to me. I 
wanted some expert advice, so I did the most sensible thing. 

“ I brought those signatures along to the Yard, and requested 
my friend. Chief Inspector Cartwright, to examine them for 
nie. He did so, and found in the signatures certain peculiarities. 
I will leave him to tell you of those details in a moment. 
After leaving Mr. Cartwright I was in another office here, 
talking about a totally different matter when my attention was 
attracted to an article hanging on the wall. It was a testimonial 
that had been given to a member of the staff here some four 
years ago. At the base of the testimonial were a number of 
signatures. As I examined them I decided to play a blind 
throw, to satisfy myself whether or not I was on the right 
line. I asked Inspector Cartwright to visit that office with 
He did so. The Inspector had not the slightest 


knowledge, not the vaguest idea, what was running through 
my mind. I reminded him of the signatures I had just shown 
him, pointed to the list of names on the testimonial, told him 
it might help me if he could point to any name which earned 

anything like the same peculiarities. , . 

“Gentlemen, Inspector Cartwright looked at the fourteen 
signatures. In less than ten seconds lie turned to me and said, 
* This signature is about as near to those you have as you d 
be likely to find.’ Gentlemen, when the Inspector made that 
remark his finger was pointing directly to the «Bnature of 

Walter Peel, the former Chief Inspector of the S P ccial ,?™, nch ; 

“There is little more for me to say. Immediately I 
appreciated that I had one course, and one course only, open 
fome Gentlemen, I did .he only thing I could do. I called 

this meeting. That’s all 1 •Jlfj^^rom^iis brow and slumped 

"’‘.•'I 'can" only corroborate .bat Cardby baa jus. told you. 
The similarity between the signatures was more than start.,ng 

I can’t say more.” 
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“But I can,” interjected Mick, “and I am sorry that I 
forgot to mention it earlier. One other finger of suspicion 
points towards Peel. My father told me that many times 
while he was being questioned and beaten in the cellar of that 
house the leader of the two men with him walked out of the 
cellar frequently and would change his line of attack when 
he returned. Why, I ask you, gentlemen, why? May I offer 
you an answer? It was because Peel, who was in the next 
cellar, dare not trust his underlings to handle a man so versed 
in the way of things as my father. I suggest that the man 
left the cellar frequently so that he could walk into the next 
cellar, tell Peel what was happening, receive his advice, and 
then return again. Don’t you imagine that it was on Peel’s 
suggestion that he was brought in to my father so that he 
could stage his act, and show what happened to people who 
became obstinate? Gentlctnen. in my mind there is no doubt 
about it.” 

“ I must agree that it sounds more than feasible," said the 
Chief. 

“ And there is one other thing,” said Wales suddenly. 
“ Maybe it is as well that the thought crossed my mind, but 
you must remember that I worked under Inspector Peel for u 
number of years. He not only had u more exhaustive 
knowledge of foreign crime, not only wus the best linguist in 
this building, but he was famous from one end of Europe 
to the other for his amazing proficiency in using disguises! 
It is well to remember that.” 

The Chief Constable rose to his feet. His face was set, his 
words terse: 

“ I am now satisfied. Cardby you have performed a 
wonderful service. Now you must leave us to handle the 
matter in our way. Whut you intend to do I do not know, 
and 1 would not be impertinent enough to ask. You have 
already shown us that we can teach you nothing. And now— 
we want that man Peel! ” 

“ One or two other matters before I go,” said Mick. “ Your 
men already in the West End should be able to collect the 
minor members of the crowd. I’d like Reg Macey taken 
alive. I fancy he’s wanted for at least one of the murders. 
The women you can handle in your own way. But two 
disquieting features still remain. The man Ray Wilson was 
ready to open his heart to me an hour or two ago. Somebody 
knew that, and he was rubbed out. I fancy that the squeal was 
put in by his girl friend Clara. Inspector Wales can tell you 
as much about her as I can. It is essential that she should 
be found. I have an idea that she can tell you a lot. 
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And so to the last matter before I leave. The man 
who came to our firm with his complaint this morning 
brought along his lawyer with him. The man’s name 
is Kelway. I tried to talk to him a short time ago, and 
lie seems to have vanished like the rest of the people. I have 
u good idea in my mind that the solicitor fits into this picture. 
So 1 d be glad if you’d include him in the dragnet that you’ve 
already thrown out. Will you do that, and then I can have 
my hands free to attend to other matters? ” 

“ Most certainly,” said the Chief. “ We will hold him until 
you can see him.” 

“ And if anything out of the way occurs you’ll let me know 
at the office? ” 

“ We definitely will. And now we’ll start on the grand 
round-up. Good-bye.” 

Cardby waved a hand, walked out of the building. At last 
he began to feel satisfied, to appreciate that the end of the 
trail was near. So jubilant was he that he paused for a beer 
and four sandwiches on his way back to the office. He could 
not imagine that the Yard men would have any real trouble in 
locating Walter Peel. After the number of years he had served 
with the men. they should know as much about his hang-outs 
as he knew himself. Cardby whistled as he strode along. 

Miss Wheeler yawned as he walked into the office. Mick 
was sympathetic: “You can take a breath of air and a cup 
of lea for a while if you like, sweetheart. I’ll hold the fort 
for the time being.” 

“ No, no.” she said. “ I started on the job, and 1 11 stay 
with it until it is finished. I’ve never quitted yet, and I m 


not going to start now.” 

She was smiling, cheerful because Cardby was no longer 
miserable and morose. She knew that only too well. Hadn t 

he just called her “ sweetheart , 

Mick sat back in his chair, laid his feet across the desk 
lit a smoke, and settled down to work out Ins next move. 
Iteally, lie thought, it wasn’t necessary for Inm to remain in 
the party. He had solved the case for them, left all the 
information with the powers that he. And, in any eas , £ 
was not drawing any money for the work he had done So h 
relaxed. His eyes were half closed when his quick P ,c id • 

up the sound of a slithering step in the passageAcross ihe 

room"on'his^tiptems. smod^olh iUie tjuld he behind the door 
scarcely breathed. Inch by inch the door was pushed 
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Alick was reflecting upon the fact that his father’s “ snatchers ” 
had entered through this door. Nobody else used it. 

He saw the squat muzzle of an automatic come slowly 
through the widening aperture. Mick waited until he could see 
the hand, the wrist. Then his own hand moved with speed, and 
he gripped the wrist. At the same instant he pulled it towards 
him across the edge of the door. He heard a bone crack. 
The gun dropped. The youngster pulled back the door. Then 
he smiled, said: 

“ Well, well, well, if our little friend Reg Macey hasn’t 
come home to roost. I’ve been expecting you for quite a long 
time. Step into the parlour.” 

The man could not refuse. He was jerked inside. Cardby 
slammed the door. At that moment he could see his father’s 
gashed and bruised face. And it was too bad for Reg Macey’s 
that the youngster’s vision was so vivid. A fist smacked into 
the man’s stomach, jerking his head down, a right caught him 
between the eyes, throwing it back again, a terrific straight 
left squelched against the mouth, smashing the lips. There 
was another to the pit of the stomach, one to the jaw, another 
between the eyes. Reg Alaccy began to fold up. For luck 
Cardby handed out two more as the man was falling. The 
first landed flush in Macey’s throat, the 6econd on his mouth 
again. Teeth dropped on the carpet. Cardby opened the office 
door, called to Miss Wheeler: “Telephone Bow Street for two 
policemen to be sent instantly.” 

As he looked at the man again he drew back his foot, 
changed his mind. The face would never be the same again. 
Mick thought it was worse than his Dad’s. He was still 
staring venomously at the man when his telephone jangled. 
“ Hallo,” called Sammy Forbes, “is that Mick Cardby on the 
line? ” 

“ It is, 6onny. And what’s all the bad news you’ve got on 
your mind? ” 

“Plenty. Come round to the Guildhall. I’ve collected 
Timothy Armstrong! ” 

“ Atta boy! ” shouted Mick. “ This is going to end up a6 
our lucky day! ” 

CHAPTER NINETEEN 

SQUEAL UPON SQUEAL 

Mick gave hurried directions to the police when they arrived. 
As he ended his instructions he gave a sympathetic look at 
the still figure of Macey. 
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“ He was terribly violent,” remarked Cardby. “ 1 had an 
awful time with him.” 

“ I can believe you,” said one of the constables dryly. 
Cardby did not wait for any further comment. He caught a 
taxi, lieaded for the Guildhall. As he entered his friend, 
Ernie, walked over to him with Sammy Forbes. 

“ Bit of luck.” said Ernie. “ I was cruising around Mostyn 
House, and had an idea that I had seen someone trying the 

door at the back. Just at that moment your lad here came 

round the corner. It seems that he had picked up a tip that 
your bloke may pay a return call to the building. We waited 
for him to come out. He'd filled a suitcase with all the ready 
money he could lay his hands on. Well, he won’t enjoy it 

very much now. We’ve bedded him down in a cell. Would 

you like to have a few words with him? ” 

“Or would I! Why, lad. I’ve been dreaming about it for 


hours.” 

Armstrong was sitting on his narrow cot. I here was no 
light in his eyes, his body had sagged, his shoulders drooped. 
He scarcely took a second look at Cardby. Armstrong was 
well beaten, and he knew it! Cardby waved the other men 
away, leant against the door, talked through the bars: 

“ Well Tim. my lad, you’ve had a good innings, but it looks 
as though you’ve come to the end of it. Still, it may console 
you to know that we’ve laid our mitts on everybody excqpt 
the man who landed you all into the cart. I don t think any 
of them will he feeling too good after the next 

“ Go away. Cardby. and leave me to it. I might have-known 

r:„t STLi n 

* „ the cells at Bow Street, and the others are all 

penned in And, believe me, Tun, I have 0 “ d s[ory 

squeal so hard ; n a ray life. Of ^ ^ ^ who did 

You’llI have", tough job Settingoutofthemurder jfcj 
Macey has pinned on you. His *‘ory ctnai y 

convincing.” intercut. Then he rose 

Armstrong looked up with more infere.r. 

from the cot, said: , , I was j n on the 

‘‘You mean Macey is pitching the tale that 

murders? ” a hlnke at the Cosser 

“ Surely. He reckons you - ” l ' a “ ° Br entham. And 
Hotel, and you put paid to Mary fc^e 
his facts sounded good to me. 
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“ Is lhat so? Let me pass a few words into your ear, 
Cardby. That tough is trying to shield himself and his girl 
friend. Why, blimey, she saw off the bloke at the Cosser. 
Macey told her to do it when he found out that the poor sop 
had been followed! And he shot the woman at Brcntham. 
I ought to know. I was with him when he did it! And he 
tries to pass the buck, eh? ” 

“ Tim, even that story won’t get you out entirely. What 
about Ray Wilson? ” 

“What about him? I’ll damned soon tell you. The boss 
didn’t trust Wilson very far because Ray was a nice kid, but 
he’d got a bit too much confidence, and the boss thought he 
might have ambitions. So he passed Clara Mordcn over to 
Wilson to keep an eye on him. She was crazy about the boss, 
and she made a job of things. The poor boob, Wilson, told 
her that he was going to save his own neck by putting in u 
squeal. He told her that he might get her out of the mess, 
too. He was scared of the boss, dare not make a date with 
you direct. So the prize can left ‘ his Clara ’ to pass on the 
news. Of course, you know what happened. She told the 
boss about it—and then told you when she knew lhat Wilson 
couldn’t squeal to anybody.” 

“ How do you know this, Tim? Did the boss tell you 
himself? ” 

“Surely lie was very proud of it. He just walked into 
the hotel, used a twirl on the bedroom door—and that was 
the end of the ambitious boy. I'm telling you, Cardby, that 
if people start squealing that way they’ll find that they’re not 
the only human loudspeakers. I can do my share of it.” 

“ I’m sorry for you, Tim. I always knew that you were on 
the crook, but I thought defrauding investors on a suckers’ 
list was your limit. I still can’t work out how you branched 
into murder and crimes and violence.” 

“All right, Cardby. The game is up, and I know it better 
than any one does, so I’ll tell you just what happened. The 
boss was handling big money on the side all over the 
Continent. He was a bit nervy about handling it. He knew 
plenty about crime, but very little about finance. I got in 
touch with him, and put what I thought was a swell idea in 
front of him. I told him to convert all his takings abroad 
into foreign stocks and bonds, and pass them through a finance 
company in London. The scheme was that the company should 
act as a clearing house. He said he’d do that if I would take 

C «•§? °* t,ie firm - T1,e ruone y was good. I took the job. 

' Well, Cardby, I know what it means to put on a front in 
the City. So I gathered round me a staff of the most 
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respectable clerks I could find. I got hold of poor Andrews 
that way. But once he found out that he was working in a 
criminal racket he knew that we had him where we wanted 
him. Because the poor bloke had such an innocent appearance 
the boss employed him to tail you. That’s how he came to 
be murdered. Andrews didn’t know the first thing about his 
job, and he made an entire mess of it. Well, he paid.” 

“ That’s easy to follow.” Mick waited, wondered whether 
he would be trying his luck too far. Then he said, “ But the 
statement made by that lawyer Kelway doesn’t make you sit 
any too pretty, Tim.” 

“ Him? ” There was a wealth of scorn in the word. It 
it hadn’t been for that damned fool we’d all be riding high 
and mighty now instead of being in clink. He’s the one who 
fixed this tangle for all of us. That’s true. ’ 

« Maybe it is, but that isn’t the tale he pitched to me by a 


“ Be your age, Cardby, and I’ll tell you how he came to land 
us all into the jug. He had the same fault that the boss had, 
the same fault Wilson had. He thought he was almost too 
clever to be alive. He and the boss talked about your hrm, 
said that sooner or later you’d tumble to what was being done, 
and would try to put the skids under them. So Kelway got 
what he, in a moment of lunacy, thought was a brainwave. 
He suggested to the boss that it’d be a grand scheme if we 
could inside your firm before you started to investigate a 
case The boss said it was great. I said it was clean balmy. 

But Kelway always impressed the boss. 

“ So the lawyer lays down his great scheme. He tells the 

a ., c “ x 

boss should send Wilson along ,Ida 

this man at Sunmngdal . . • Wilson was to use 
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that will you do me a good turn? I had a man snatched from 
that house at Brcntham. His name is Craig. I’m very anxoius 
to find that man. What do you know about it? ” 

“ Plenty, but is your offer on the up-and-up, Cardby? You’ll 
speak for me? ” 

“ Give me the information I want, and I’ll do the best I 
can for you.” 

“ All right. I will. I can take your word. The boss crowned 
your man after you had left the house, and then took him and 
his own man away.” 

“That part of it 1 know. But where was Cruig taken? 
That’s what I want.” 

“ And you’ll do the very best you can for me when my turn 
comes? ” 

“ Absolutely. I’m not sprucing. Don’t stall. Where do I 
find Craig?” 

“Turn into King Street, off Kilburn High Street. Watch 
your stride and try your luck at 83. That’s about all I can 
tell you, Cardby.” 

“Just one more thing, Tim. How many do I find there 
with him? ” 

“ Only the man he knocked about at Brcntham. I know of 
nobody else.” 

“ The boss merely left one injured man to guard Craig? ” 
asked Mick. 

“ That injured man had a gun, and was told to use it if 
Craig moved. It does make quite a big difference, Cardby. 
Don’t get murdered. I want you to live to get into that 
witness-box and say your piece for me.” 

“ I’ll see to that, Tim. There are other things I want to 
talk to you about, but I’ll do this job first and then come 
back. Will that suit you? ” 

“ I’m not in any position where I can start picking and 
choosing.” 

“ And if I fire a few more questions when I come back, 
you’ll talk?” 

Why not? I’m fed-up with the whole outfit, and I know 
I’ve got it coming to me. In any case. I’ve said so much 
already that I might just as well complete the record and travel 
the full distance.” 

“Now you’re talking sense. I’ll he back as soon as I can 
get here. Be good.” 

“ What the hell else can I be when I’m fastened down in 
this dump? ” 

Cardby hurried out, gripped Sammy Forbes by the arm, 
whispered to him: 
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■' Come along, laddie. I think 1 know where to find Buster 
Craig.” 

The journey to Kilburn seemed interminable. Both men were 
restive. When at last they reached the corner of King’s Road 
the youngster was looking round eagerly. He smiled when he 
saw the coffee-stall al the corner. The pair ordered a couple 
of drinks and ham rolls. They had been standing there for a 
few minutes when Mick remarked to the stallkeeper: “happen 
to know the bloke who lives down at 83 King’s Road, mate? ” 

“ I ought to,” said the man. “ I lodge four doors from 
there.” 

“ Would you mind doing me a good turn for a quid, mister? 
I wanna have a word with that bloke, but I don’t want to 
attract attention by thumping on his door. If you’ll go along, 
knock on the door, tell him who you are, and say that you 
want to have a word with him for a minute I’ll pay you a 
quid. You can tell him there’s a bloke who wants to see 

him. Easy? ” . 

“Til say it is,” said the coffee-stall keeper. He didn t wait 
to take off bis apron. The men followed h^m along the 
pavement at a distance. They neared as he knocked at the 
door. He had to rap three or four times before there was any 
response. Cardby sighed rclicvedly as he heard the man call: 

“Just a minute, mate. This is George from the coffee-stall. ' 

Plenty happened during the next minute. The door was 
drawn slightly back. Then it slammed back forcibly as Cardby 
threw the weight of his body into it. The impact sent the man 
behind the door sprawling in the narrow hall. Before He 
could move Mick was on top of him. The gun was twisted 
from his hand. A tremendous punch under the heart quietened 


the roan. . « « • o 

“Where is that man you’re supposed to be looking after. 

&S Theresas no fight left in the man. He waved a hand 
towards the end of the passage. The coffee-stall keeper wat . 
with an open mouth. The rest was easy Buster Craig was 
tied to a bedstead in a back room. His face was ba< > 
battered. His captor bad been getting some of his oim back 
for the hammering he had taken from g glreet a f ter 
Cardby walked the men to the \ passing taxi , 

handing his guide a pmind not . Y tc j company, 

beaded for Cardby s office. And there in > P telephone 

Sammy to take the battered Craig ^ome Mick to Wepli 

for an escort for the latest capture. When ' thc he 

handed over be put through a call to the ’lard. y. 

found the Chief Constable still busy. 
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“I wanted to know,” said Mick, “how your drive for a 

round-up goes on.” . ,, 

“ Splendidly, and badly, Cardby. Thanks for grabbing lleg 
Macey. I suppose be was the most dangerous of the bunch. 
We have got the two women, and I have just heard that 
Timothy Armstrong is at the Guildhall. Trouble is we haven’t 
got the person we want most. 1 don’t want to say more about 
it.” 

“ Naturally. By the way, Chief, the man at the Guildhall 
has put in a squeal to me that takes the whole lid off the case. 
I was right about Kelway, although it was only a hunch. 
And he has put the noose round the necks of Macey and the 
man you’re looking for. So we’re getting places.” 

“Fine work, Cardby. Now get along to bed. You must be 
devilled up.” 

“ There are just one or two oddments for me to clear up 
before I can hit the hay. But it won’t be long before I am 
there. Good-bye. I’ll see you in the morning so that we 
can 6ew the bits and pieces together, hut at the moment the 
whole affair looks like everything that opens and shuts." 

Mick walked out to Miss Wheeler and saw her smile as he 
said: “And, my darling, I think you can now go home. That 
party is over. Thanks.” 

“ I’m beginning to feel like a wreck, and you certainly look 
like one.” 

“ Thanks for the compliment. I’ll see you on the 
roundabouts.” 

Mick slumped into the back of a taxi, told the man to drive 
to the Guildhall. He felt immeasurably weary, longed to hit 
the sheets. He found Timothy Armstrong pacing the smull 
cell with much more enthusiasm. 

“ I found the man as you said I would,” remarked Mick. 
“ I won’t be trying to forget the turn you did when you take 
the rap. I’m very grateful, Tim.” 

“ That’s all right. I feel a heap better now I know that 
you’re going to say your piece for me. You said you’d got a 
few more questions you’d like to ask. I’m playing ball with 
you now, Cardby, so just go right ahead, and I’ll do the very 
best I can for you. I won’t take you up the path.” 

“ It wouldn’t pay you to try. I can always tell two different 
stories. -Tim, I know your boss, so don’t think you’re telling 
me secrets. I even know a lot more about him than you do. 
But there are a few things within your knowledge that I don’t 
know. And it was for those few facts that I came back here 
to see you. Your boss knows that his bunch has come to a 
sticky end. He knows that you’re going to have a bad time 
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And he’s cleared out to leave you all in the mire. Timothy, 
I want that man badly. And you ought to be glad to know 
that somebody is looking for him. He has done you no good, 
and he'll leave you to take all that’s coming so long as he can 
make a getaway. What are you going to do to help me fasten 
mitts on him? ” 

Timothy Armstrong was quiet for a time. Then he drew 
nearer to the grill in the door, and lowered his voice. Mick 
moved a few inches nearer. 

“ Peel,” said Armstrong, “ has got his getaway fixed for 
to night. I know that. Once that man gets over the Channel 
you’ll never find him. He’s got too many contacts. But he 
won’t go without his money. And I know where he keeps it! 
The boss always had a fancy for the dramatic. Maybe that’s 
why he bought the last business in the world you’d ever 
thinking of as a hiding-place. I’m betting that he’ll be along 
there at any time now to collect his dough and stage a fade-out. 
I’ll tell you wljere his place is, what it is, and then I’ll have 
to leave the rest to you. You’ll need all the luck there is 
about to snaffle him. Now this place, Cardby, is at ... ’ 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


MICK CARDBY’s FUNERAL MARCH 

A SLIGHT drizzle was falling and the night was intensely dark. 
A church clock had just chimed the hour of eleven. The man 
walking along Brockley Road seemed to be hurrying home. 
He had no raincoat, and his overalls were sodden. In his 
hand he carried his workman’s bag. There were very few 
people about, and the hurrying man took no notice of them. 
On the other side of the road he couhl see the dim outhne 
of the rails round the gloomy Deptford Cemetery. A owwtoble 
stood on the corner of Whitbread Road shivering beneath his 

hC “ V Good-n 1 ight, mate,” said the workman The officer nodded 

to him as the man turned off Brockley ,n , » bout 

Road Then his P-e slackened an .ojoo^abnut 

Info 8 "a"' ran alongside -hop Over Ure 

window of the shop ran the dismal words: Hartley and Son. 

U ThTmaTfingered in his pockets for a fewft 
found a key. His hands were shivering when he insertc 
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in 

no 


the lock, pushed back the door. • Curiously enough, he ipadc. 
... attempt to switch on the light-although the button was on 
the side of the passage near his hand. He knew his way about 
the premises uncommonly well, scarcely bothering to grope 
his way along the passage. At the end of the passage be. 
turned to the left, moving away from the shop. Not until then 
did he produce a light. And the torch was covered with a 
paper shield, showing a pinpoint aperture. 

But as he opened the door the sight revealed by the pencil 
of light was more than depressing. He was in a carpenter’s 
shop, and on the benches, and on shelves around the walls* 
were coffins, coffins for all shapes und sizes of people. Some 
were finished, some unfinished. The gloomy sight did not seem 
to depress the visitor in the least. He took one look round 
the dismal workshop, laid his bag on a side shelf on top of 
a coffin, and paused to rub some warmth into his hands. He 
took off his wet cap, laid it by the side of his workman’s bag. 
Then he moved deliberately across the floor, moving round 
the work benches with their grim burdens. 

At the far end of the room he stopped for a while before 
the wall. On a shelf almost on a level with his chest three 
finished coffins stood. He looked at them for a few seconds 
and laughed. Then he seized the top coffin, lifted it down,* 
laid it on the floor without any ceremony. The other two soon 
followed. He threw the slight beam from his torch against 
the wall. The wooden panelling seemed to be solid. But 
this..man knew its secrets! 

He pushed the top of a square panel. Without a sound the 
entire square swung back. The hinges were well oiled. The 
cavity obviously was not rarely used. The roan was smiling 
as he stretched an arm inside, pulled out a small wad of 
notes. He returned across the room, carried his workman’s 
bag with him. For two or three minutes he groped in the 
space behind the panel. And each time his hand emerged 
lie clutched another bundle of notes. 

Eventually he raised himself, flashed the beam into the space 
m the wall. It was empty. A heavy sigh sounded through 
he workroom. The man patted the notes in the bag, ensured 
that they were safe. Then he walked over to the nearest bench 
picked up a plane and a couple of chisels. To them he added 
a hammer. These tools he placed over the top of the 

■Iylv9« » . . 

f ft £r; he !i O0 , k - f . W01 *®an’s a Pron from a hook on the wall 
olded it and laid it with great care over the tools. Then hJ 
gripped the handles of the bag and straightened himself He 
edged his way around the side of the room, chuckling slightly 
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as he walked. The coffins he was compelled to pass seemed 
to provide him with quite an amount of amusement. 

He had almost reached the door, was stretching out a hand 
for his wet cap, when a light blazed into his face! A loud 
voice called out: 

“ I’ve come for you, Walter Peel! Stick those hands in the 
air, and drop that bag. I’ve got a gun in my hand, and I 
don’t mind using it! ” 

The maa screamed like a frightened rabbit as he dropped the 
bag. As he moved his arm his left hand shot into his pocket. 
A deafening crash sounded through the workshop as a gun 
was fired. The man in the overalls shrieked with agony as he 
clutched his shoulder. 

"Don’t fire again!” he yelled. “Who the hell are you?” 

“Only your substitute, Mick Cardby! Take it easy, Peel. 

I want you dead or alive, and I’m not very particular which it 

is. You can take your pick.” 

"Mick Cardby!” The man screamed again. In the glow 
of the light his face turned colour. It did not blanch. Rather 


did it seem a dull yellow. 

Mick Cardby sat up in a coffin! Then lie said to the man 
'inly * 

“ You arranged quite a nice funeral march for me, didn’t 
you, Chief Inspector Peel? Well, you’ve been as near to 
taking me on one as you will ever be. At least you did compel 
me to lie in a coffin! Now I’m going to see that they make 
one for you—after you’ve died with a broken neck. Stan 
back a pace, and keep your hands in the air. 

Peel elevated his right hand. His left arm be could not 
move. Cardby clambered out of the coffin. As soon as he 
reached the floor he took a pair of mesh handcuffs from his 
nocket fastened them on the man’s wrists. Without hurrying 

IS .he bib pocket of the overal! pulled „u, a («»v 
loaded revolver, smiled as he slid it into h s pocket. 
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man. 
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“ Turn to your left here into Comerford Road,” said Mick. 
4 * On the right you will see a parked car. Head straight for 
lliat, and don’t try anything.” 

The man was beaten, hopelessly beaten. His steps dragged 
as he moved towards car. He whimpered as pain burnt through 
his wounded arm. But the moaning soon stopped. There was 
every reason why it should. As soon'as the man reached the 
door of the car Mick swung the workman’s bag in an arc, 
crashed it down on top of the man’s head. He sank to the 
pavement without making a sound. Cardby flung the bag into 
the back of the car, bent over the man and struck his temple 
with the gun butt. The youngster wasn’t taking any risks! 

A moment later he pushed the unconscious figure into the 
front seat, clambered into the driving-seat, started the motor, 
headed for the north-west. Twice on the way he saw the man’s 
head move slightly. Each time he released the wheel to crash 
the gun down on the skull again. There was no trace of 
movement about the still figure when Mick swung off the 
Embankment, turned under the arch, arrived outside Cannon 
Row Police Station. He beckoned to the uniformed constable 
on duty outside the door. 

Keep an , e ^ e on bloke while I have a word with the 
Chief inside,” he said, “ and if he makes any sort of a move, 
draw your stick and let him have it. He’s the man all London’s 
been looking tor all day.” 

Mick mounted the steps inside the Yard with a cheerful grin 
on his face. The Chief Constable stared with wide-open eyes 
as Cardby walked into his office. The youngster threw the bag 
down on the desk. 

" What on earth are you doing out of bed now, Cardby? ” 
asked the Chief. 

I decided,” said Mick, “ that you might like a little present. 

, 1 have just brought one along for you. Come down and 
lake a look at it. 


been drinking, 


Are you right in the head, or have you 
Cardby? ” 

“Neither, Chief. You were looking for a man. Well he’s 
seated in my car outside Cannon Row. And in this bag you’ll 
lmd the dough he was trying to get away with. Now I think 
i li get along home to bed. 

H J h K e ,fhi ef Constable descended the steps three at a time 
Ek“5i STS W,lh s “ch speed for years. He took one 
spluttered gUre ’ gU,ped ’ gra9ped Mick b ? the hand and 


“ And how the hell did 
is magnificent! ” 


you manage this job, Cardby? 
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“I thought so myself,” said Mick, “but don’t hand all the 
medals to me. Just remember that when Timothy Armstrong’ 
comes up for trial you think that he is a swell fellow. Well, ^ 
one way or another. I’ve had quite a busy day. So now i’ll r 
take .your advice, Chief, I’m heading for the hay. Adios.” % 

THE END 






> 





There are many Members . of the 
Forces who would welcome a chance 
of reading this book , please pass it on . 






